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As is is perform'd at the 
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| TO THE 

RIGHT HONOURABLE THE 


Counteſ 8 of Litchfield, 


| MADAM, 


Have the honour of your 0 
sHir's permiſſion to preſent to 
you a Tragedy, which, though it 
met with numeraus ond unprece- 
dented difficulties and diſcourage- 
ments in the theatre, will, I hope, be 
thought not altogether unworthy 
your protection in the world. — In- 
deed, if the unpopularity of its late 
Co could in the leaſt affect that 
degree of merit, which your Lapy- 
S$HIP's candor, or the indulgence of 
the town, may allow it to have, it 
would ill become me to recommend 
A 2 it 


(iv) 


it to my a under the Union 
of fo polite and illuſtrious a name.— 
But your Lapysnmip has too much 
good ſenſe, as well as generoſity, to 
judge of this performance by mere 
appearances, and accidental or un- 
lucky circumſtances ; and therefore, 

tho' it will ſtand as a kind of memo- 
rial of the bad fortune, and worſe 
treatment of its author; it may at the 
ſame time be a proper teſtimony of 
the high reſpect with which I] uy 


Madam, 
| Your Ladyſhip's 
2G moſt obliged 
Feb. 22, 1759. 


and moſt obedient Servant, 


WILLIAM HAWKINS. 
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F R E F A C E. 


\H E Tragedy 7 Cynbeiing is, in the 
whole oeconomy of it, one of the moſt ir- 
regular productions of . Shakeſpeare. Its defects 
however, or rather its ſuperfluities, are more than 
equalled, by beayties, and excellencies of various 
kinds. There is at the ſame time ſomething ſo 
pleaſingly romantic, and likewiſe truly Britiſb in 
the ſubject of it, that, I flatter myſelf, an attempt 
to reduce it, as near as poſſible, to the regular ſtan- 


dard of the drama, will be favourably received 


by all; who are admirers of novelly, when pro- 
 priety is its foundation, I have accordingly en- 
deavoured to new-conſtruct this Tragedy, almoſt 


upon the plan of Ariſtotle himſelf, in reſpect of 


the unity of Time; with ſo thorough a venera- 
tion however for the great Father of the Engliſh 
ſtage, that, even while I have preſumed to regu- 
Jate and modernize his deſign, I have thought 
it an honour to tread in his ſteps, and to imitate 
his Stile, with the humility and reverence of a Son. 
With this view, I have retained in many places 
the very language of the original author, and in 
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all others endeavoured to ſupply it with a diction 


ſimilar thereunto; ſo that, as an unknown friend 
of mine has obſerved, the preſent attempt is in- 
tirely new, whether it be conſidered as an alter- 
ation from, or an imitation of Shakeſpeare. . 


The difficulty of ſuch an attempt, as ra- 
tional as it may be, has a kind of claim, I pre- 
ſume, to the indulgence of the public; eſpe- 
cially as it has been attended likewiſe with 4i/- 
advantages.—For I found myſelf neceſlitated by 
my plan to drop ſome characters, to contract 
others, and to omit ſome ſcenes and incidents of 
an intereſting nature; —or rather to bring the 
ſubſtance and purport of them within the com- 
paſs of a few ſhort narrations.— A loſs irrepar- 
able this, but that conveniencies are likewiſe to 
be thrown into the oppoſite ſcale ; for as, I hope, 
I have not ijured any characters by contracting 
them, but have left them to all intents, and in 


point of importance the ſame; ſo I have had an 


opportunity of enlarging and improving ſome of 
the original parts, (thoſe particularly of Palador, 
and Philario, the Piſanio of Shakeſpeare) and, by 
varying certain incidents and circumftances, of 
giving a nw caſt to the whole drama.—After 
all, I am very far from meaning to detract from 
the merit of Shakeſpeare ; or from inſinuatin 
that the plays of ſo * a genius require ſuck 


new- 


new⸗ modelling as the preſent; in order to the 
rendering them uſeful or entertaining. I have 
ventured publicly to defend this great dramatic 
Poet in the liberties he has taken; but ſtill 
Shaleſpeare himſelf needs not be aſhamed to 
wear a modern dreſs, n, it can be made 
nir to t him: 


* 1 een 
4 Arif, 


| The only p42 Tg then will "wah cada the 
pr reſent alteration be a judicious one? And 


this with all d due deference is left to the © a ndour 
and juftige of the e er 


bs I 


To 8 of IO 


It will. be proper to nt the N 1 
chis pla y. Was recommended ſome time ſince by 
a perſon of the firſt diſtinction, to the manager 
of the other theatre; who declared, that he had 
the very ſame altered play in his poſſeſſion, and 
that it was deſigned for repreſentation on his 
ſtage. Our Cymbeline therefore was obliged to 
take up his head-quarters at Covent-Garden ; 
where he has contended not only with the «/ual 
difficulties, but alſo with others of an extraor- 
dinary nature Mrs. Bellamy's declining the 
part of Imogen has done the play incredible 
prejudice; and convinces me of the vanity of 
{ſtriving againſt the ſtream of popularity in ge- 
neral, or the weight of particular diſadvantages. 
-However, I am under obligations to many 
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of the petformers, for their beſt 'vhideavoury x6 
do juſtice to my piece, and for their zeal for. Ita 
ſucceſs, To: n I am Hlebtad- for real ſervice, 
whoſe names, as estnpäriſens arc ividious, 1 
me nne Judges of the reader to Kipply. 
0 09121 OV! Ga N Kor B * 
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account between myſelf and my fortune, in this 
whimſical ſituation. The kind 4Riltatite, and, 
I hope, not extremely partial approbation of 
ſome, adds as much to my cede and ſati gat. 
tion, as the delicacy, or Mauture, &c. of others, 
has deducted from my advantages. To my 
friend, 1 return my ſincerce acknowledg- 
ments, and beſt wiſhes; to my emmier; 1 ſhall 
ſay nothing, till they are candid; and Jagacions 
enoughtts ſpeak more plainly than — 3 18 | 
therto done, —and wor ” Ar 1 
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Spoken by Mr. Ross. 


RITTO N 8. the daring Author of to-night, 
Attempts in Shakeſpear's manly ſtile to write ; 

He ſtrives to copy from that mighty mind | 

T he glowing vein — the ſpirit unconfin'd — | 

The figur'd diftion that diſdain'd controul —— _ 
And the full vigour of the poet's ſoul ! a : 
Happy the varied phraſe, if none ſhall call, | 
This imitation, that original. 
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For ether points, our new advent'rer tries 
The bard's luxuriant plan to modernize , 
And, by the rules of antient art, refine 
The ſame eventful, pleaſing, bold deſign. 


Our ſcenes awake not now the am"rous flame, 
Nor teach ſoft ſwains to too the tender dame; 
Content, for bright example's ſake, to ſhew 

A wife diſtreſs'd, and innocence in woe. — 

For what remains, the poet bids you ſee, 

From an old tale, what Britons "ought to be; 
And in theſe reſtleſs days of war's alarms, 

Not melts the ſoul zo love, but fires the Hood to arms. 
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Your great forefathers ſcorn'd the foreign chain, 
Rome might invade, and Ceſars rage in vain — 
T heſe glorious patterns with bold hearts purſue, 
To King, to country, and to honour true ! — 


Oh ! then with candour and good will attend, 
Applaud the author in the cordial friend : 
Remember, when his failings moſt appear, 

It ill becomes the brave to be ſevere. — 

Look ages back, and think you hear to-night 

An antient poet, ſtill your chief delight ! 

Due to a great attempt compaſſion take, 

And ſpare the modern bard for Shakeſpear”s ſake. 
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EPILOGUE. 


Spoken by Mrs. Vincenrt. 


7 E LL, Sirs—the bus neſs of the day is c'er, 
And I'm a princeſs, and a wife no more— 

This bard of our”s, with 8 bakeſpear i in his head, 

May be well- taught, but ſurely is ill: bred. 

Spouſe gone, coaſt clear, wife handſome, and what not, 

We might have bad a much genteeler plot. 

What madneſs equals true poetic rage ? 

Fine ftuff ! a lady in a bermitage! 

A pretty manſion for the blooming fair — 


| No tea, no ſeanaat, no intriguing there. 
Tube 


(x) 


The gay beau-monde ſuch bideous ſcenes muſt damn 
What ! nothing modiſh, but one cordial dram ! 
iet after all, the poet bids me ſay," 

For your orvn credits ſake approve the play; 

You can't for ſhame condemn old Britiſh wit, 

I hope there are no Frenchmen in the pit) 

Or flight a timely tale, that well diſcovers, 

The braveſt ſoldiers are the trueſt lovers. 
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Such Leonatus was, in our romance, 
A gallant courtier, tho he cou d not dance; 
Say, wan d you gain, like bim, the fair one's charms, 
Firſt try your might in hardy deeds of arms ; 
Your muffs, your coffee, and down-beds fore-go, 
Follow the. mighty Pruſſia thro* the ſnow ; 
A length bring home the honourable ſcar, 
And love's faveet balm ſhall heal the wounds of war. 


For me, what various thoughts my mind perplex ? 
L't better 1 reſume my feeble ſex, | 
Or wear this manly garb ? it fits me well 
Gallants inſtruct me ladies, can you fell? 
The court's. divided, and the gentle beaux, 
Cry—no diſguiſes — give the girl ber cloatbg. 
The ladies ſay, to-night's example teaches, 
(And 1 will take their words without more ſpeec bes) 
Tpat things go beſt when—women wear the breeches, 
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S —_— - — — 8 
* a _ Wn - 4 - 
» i — 


at Yr 7 * 


— 

5 

CET om iy 
8 . n 


— — 
— 
: 


— 


— — — a 
— — — — ᷑———— 2 
: — a - — * 2 0 


1 7 N 


[ 
> 
8 3 — 


” 1 


— OR”. 


Dramatis 


CYMBELINE, 
CLOTEN, 
LEoONaATUs, 
PaLaDog, 
CADWAL, 
BELLARIus, 
PHILIARIO, 
C. Lucius, 
Pis AN 10, 
Two Loans. 


IMoGEN, 


OrrickRs, SOLDIERS, &c. .. 
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Mr. CLARKE. 
Mr. Ross. 
Mr. SuirH. 

Mr. Lows. 

Mr. SPARKES. 
Mr. Rivovr. - 
Mr. G1Bs0Nn. 
Mr. Dy R. 


Mrs. VINCENT. 
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Scene, partly a Royal Caſtle, and partly in 
and near a Foreſt in WALES. 


8 Cc E N E 4 Roel Palace, 
ragten Eu, rod Lok ps. 
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WY EPR He 
Pray you feaſt mine ears with more 
of bee f 


4 Fe *ris ſo long ſince firſt 1 wurm 
ack © n 
ers our iſle, chat I am new in 
Britain. 
2d LORD. 
I think your wiſh to breathe in foreign air, 
Took you away about the very time 
The royal babes were ſtolen. 
it LORD. 
Ię᷑, is true, fir— 
Some twenty years ago — *twas a ſtrange theft, 
But 


CYMBELINE.,,, 


: 


But the concealmient ſtranger ; for you tell LE 
That to this hour there is no Sued in aer 
Which way they our ED 
| 24 LORD. 
No, ſir — albeit ſearch 
Was hot in the enquiry — but much time 
Has worn out all that miracle— freſh matter 
Supplying wonder fince, 
if LORD. 
Olf which my ignorance 
Is not as cork learner. 
8 2d LORD. \ 
Well then, heed me. 
Our late good queen (you knew her, ſir) whoſe age 
Was thought Yadvance beyond more hope of 
children 
Yet brought the joyful Cymbcline a Ai 
And to his kingdoms a moſt hopeful heir, 
In lieu of thoſe he loſt : for Imogen 
(Such is her name) took all the graces in, : 
Which the beſt wiſdom of the times put to her, 
As we do air, faſt as *tis miniſter'd. _ 
If beauty, innocence, and gentleneſs 
Are woman's rareſt jewels, ſhe is rich 
In moſt full meaſure of poſſeſſion. 
_ it LORD, 
You ſpeak her fair. 
4 LORD. 
But not to o flatter, fir, 
Tho' I ſhould ralk the ſun down. You have heard 
I * The 


025 % 
_ 
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CYMBELINE 3 


The bright fide of the tory, for the other 
It has a fable hue — I'll be brief with it —— 
M LORD. _ 
Do, but be plain, 
24 LORD. 

The queen quits mortal being; 
And Cymbeline, tho? now in wane of life, 
Takes to his lonely bed a ſecond dame, 

A widow, bold, ambitious, cunning, cruel, 
That rul'd his heart by acting what ſhe was not: 
She mov d the cred'Tous king to wed his daughter 
With Cloten, her own ſon, a wretch in whom 
All qualities that dub a worthy man 
Are low as worſt report. The princeſs caſt 
Diſdain upon his ſuit — and in meantime 
My plotting ſtepdame dies. 
it LORD. 9 
; A lucky death! 

2 2d LOR D. 

*T was thought ſo. — But the king, in whom this 
weakneſs _, 

Is his firſt point of fault, purſues the aim 
Of his now dead belov'd, and wills the maid 
To take the crown with this encumbrance Cloten, 
Or hold her birth-right void. | 


it LORD. | 

Alas ! poor lady. 
| 2d LORD. | 

Nay there's more woe behind. — Sweet Imogen 

Had long been liſt'ning to the earneſt ſuit 

Of Leonatus, a young lord o'th' court, 
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| By ſtrong propos'd divorce,— 


— ES 


4 CYMBELINE, 


A valiant, frank, and honeſt gentleman, 


That has no vice, if poverty be none; 

And to fay all, as much unlike to Cloten 

As man can be to man. Him in pure love, 
And to undo all aims, ſhe weds, and makes 
The deed ſoon known her boaſt : th'enraged king 
Sends Leonatus into baniſhment, 

And her within the circle of this caſtle 
Enforceth to abide, till ſhe conſent 

To break her bond to her new-wedded lord 
This is the ſum 


Of what 182 wiſh'd to hear. 
iſt LORD. 

. What ſay the Britons 
To theſe proceedings? 
2d LORD. 

As their humours vary 

Some blame the king, all pity Imogen, 
And much lament the loſs of Leonatus, 
Now the black Romans ſwarm upon our coaſts, 
And virtue's call'd to proof. 

it LORD. 

| They're landed then 

2d LORD. | 

Report ſays loudly ſo. But hiſt ! — the king — 


We muſt forbear, we ſhall hear more of this. 


Enter CYMBELINE, CLOTEN, and Lords. 


CYMBELINE, 


Well, firs, the news abroad? = d 
| 8 iſt LORD. 


iſ LORD. 
Sljos pleaſe your majelly, 
The Roman legions, all from Gallia drawn, 
Are landed on your coaſt, with large ſupply 
Of Roman gentry, by the ſenate ſent. 
| CYMBELINE. 
Where hold they rendezvous ? 
2d LORD. 
My liege, at Milford, 
CYMBELINE., 
Now by the ſoul of great Caſſibelan, 
They're fairly welcome! — Our right valiant 
Britons 
Will greet them ſoldier- like. Cæſar's ambition, 
Which ſwelPd ſo much that it did almoſt ſtretch 
The ſides o'th* globe, againſt all colour here 
Did put the yoke upon's — which to ſhake off 
Becomes a warlike n ſuch as we 
Will ou ourſelves to be. 
CLOTEN. 
My royal father, 
The dreaded foe we have to cope withal 
(That in his empire's paw would gripe the world) 
Oft have we meaſur'd ſwords with—ere't be long 
We'll make the mighty name of Cymbeline 
To ſound as roughly in a Roman ear, 
As did Caſſibelan's.— 
30 L OR D. 
My gracious liege, 
Old Caius Lucius, ang th' Italian ſpark 
Piſanio, that was tendant at his ſide os 
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6 CYMBELINE: 


In his late miſſion from the Roman camp, 


Are come, with errand of ſpecial weight 


oy their brow. 
CYMBEL { | hae 
Let them approach o our preſence. 


Enter C. Lucius, Pis AN 10, &. 


Lucius, we love thy perſon, tho? thou com'ſt 


On deputation from our angry foe. 

Piſanio, welcome too. Now, firs, the meſſage. 
LUCIUS. 

Firſt for myſelf, I thank you, royal fir, 

For courteſies receiv*d — not ſince forgot 


— 


My preſent bus'neſs is, in Cæſar's name, 


(Cæſar, that hath more kings his ſervants than - 
Thyſelf domeſtic officers) to know 

If in repentant yielding thou wilt pay 

The yearly tribute of three thouſand crowns, 
Granted by fam'd Caſſibelan thine uncle, 

For him and his ſucceſſion, to great Julius, 
(Which by thee lately is untendered left) 

Now fell confuſion ſets his ſtandard up, 

And fearful wars point at you? 


CYMBELINE. 
| Noble Lucius, 
Words have no terrors there be many Cæſars 
Ere ſuch another Julius — Tou well know, 
Till the 1 injurious Roman did extort 
This tribute, we were free.— Our Britain is 
A world itſelf, and we will nothing pay 


} 


For 


C VMB ELIN E. 7 


For wearing our own faces — Sir, our ſubjects 
Will not endure this yoke and for ourſelf, 
To ſhew leſs ſov* reignty | than 05 muſt needs 
Appear ae 1 

| LUCIUS. 


Sir, when late to Britain 
I came in peaceful embaſſy to claim 


This yet conteſted tribute, I remember 

The boaſt that fuld your mouth — you vaunted 
then 

The nat ral brav'ry of your ifle, which ſtands 

As Neptune's park ribbed and paled in 

With rocks unſcaleable, and roaring waters, 

With ſands that would not bear your enemies 

bcats, | 

But ſuck them up to th topmaſt, —We; have 
leaped | 

This all- forbidding fence.— and, ſir, be ſure, 

Where'er the Roman banner waves in wrath, 

Conqueſt limps not behind. 


OE? this ſpeech, C loten whiſper Piſ ani. 


- CYMBEL IN E. 
Had Julius found 
In ev ry land he- mangled with his ſword, 
No ſtabler footing than he gain'd him here, 
I could have bought his empire for a tithe 
Of Britain's leaneſt ſoil. No more of this. 
To- morrow we will meet you in the field, 
And this fair land is yours, if you can win it; 
If not, Our crows ſhall fare the better for you. 
| | Caius, 
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3 CYMBELINE. 


' Caius;thov'rt welcome: give him tendanee, lords, 
And fealt him as befits his quality; 25308 
The due of honour in no point omit. 
Once more my hand 10 friendſhip; from this 
3 
[ wear it as your enemy. 
„„  PIFORRS 
Th' event N 
Is 85 to name the winner. Fare you well. 
 {Excunt Lucius, Piſanio, and ſome Lords 


CYM B E L IN E. 
Our expectation that it ſhould be thus 
Hath made us forward. Cloten, our now heir, 
For the baſe Imogen our ſometime daughter 
Has loſt all right in us) if ſo it hap 
That I muſt leave my life in battle, thine 
Is this imperial crown. Great Jupiter 
Sprinkle his bleſſings on't as thou obey'ſt 
Our ſoy*reign charge. Hear us moſt Mean 


c LO TEN. | 

I do; and will the royal mandate keep 
Mongſt my religious bonds. 

C YM BELINE, 

Let not our daughter 

Breathe more the chearful air of liberty ; "NE 
This caſtle be her home, houſe, region, arte 
Till ſhe ſhall ſue thee for the love ſhe ſcorn'd 
And Leonatus, exil'd, worthleſs beggar, 
That vilely did ſeduce her young affections, 


If with his foot he mark our land again, 
| Purſue 


CYMBELINE. 5 


purſue to bitt'reſt death. So did we promiſe 
Thy mother, our late queen, whoſe memory yet 
Sits freſh upon my heart. Wilt thou do this? 

CLOTEN. 
My liege, moſt willingly. 

| CYMBELINE. 
Then I've laid out 

So much of caution well, — Lords, we muſt 
2 buſtle —— 
It is the common cauſe that wakes our arms 
We grapple for our own ; the puny wren 
Will chafe him in his thief- aſſailed neſt : 
We fight for Britain's franchiſes, the laws 
Of old Mulmutius, our great anceſtor, 
The firſt of Britain, which did put his brows 
Within a golden crown. 

CLOTEN. | 

Thoſe laws, great fir, 


We will not change for Cæſar's proud beheſts 
That rules by bidding, 


 CYMBELINE. 
Deal we then our ſwords 

With dextrous reſolution ; or hereafter 
Let them hang up, like utenſils diſcharg'd, 
In ruſty floth, and vile diſuſe for ever. 
The gore-beſmeared Mars infuſe his fury 
Into our ſoldiers breaſts ; for our own ſelf 
We go to battle with a blither heart, 
Than ere did jovial bridegroom long repuls'd, 
Into his miſtreſs* bed. Sound there aloft 


C Q ir 


10 CYMBELINB - 


Our * of war, that Britiſh bloods 
May boil to martial muſic. Forward, paſs. 


[Flouriſh. Exeunt all but Cloten.] 


Thanks to my mother for this joyleſs crown - 
It fills not half my wiſh : while, Leonatus 
Reigns in the boſom of fair Imogen, 

*Tis I am baniſn'd, and a ſov'reign he :' 
Wou'd I cou'd pluck their loves up by the roots! 
And I am ſtrong in hope if young Piſanio 
(Whom I made mine by making myſelf Cæſar's 
When he was laſt in Britain) hath been true 
To the employ I gave him, long ere now 
The jealous exile pines him in belief | 
His lady's truth is tainted, Come, Piſanio— 
He ſaid, he'd quit the train, and here return 
T*unlade his ſecrets to me.— Oh! fir, welcome! 


- 


Enter Pisan10. 


th What ſhall I aſk thee firſt ? —— How fares Au- 
I guſtus? | 
Is Leonatus mad ? Thou might'ſt we 8 
A hiſtory ere this. ' 
PISANTIO. 


I pray you patience 
Firſt, fir, my lord commends him to your high- 
-: neſs; 
Next, the diſeaſed Leonatus hath 
Italian fits of jealouſy too ſtrong 
For hellebore to cure, 


„„ cLorEN. 


CYMBELIN E; 8 


CLOTEN. 


That's well—— his grief 
Is madicins. to mine; but when, and how? 


Give me particulars at large —— my ear 

Shall catch thy narrative as greedily, 

As doth the ſick man the kind drops that fall 
Upon his fever's flame. 

PISANIO. 

My lord, as ſoon 

As I had foot in Italy, I challeng'd 

Th' abuſed Leonatus with ſome friends 

To the appointment of a merry meeting ; 

Where, as the wine danc'd brainward, I began 

To praiſe the freedom of the Britiſh ladies, 

Their lib'ral hearts,and am'rous compliſhments; 

When Leonatus vow'd I did them wrong, 

And was too bold in my perſuaſion. 


 CLOTEN. 


* 


So. 


 t * 


PISANTIO. 
I faſt held me to my ſentiment, 
And, for his doubt provok'd me, ſwore myſelf 
Had tafted half the court, and his own princeſs, 
(Whoſe virtue he had deem'd unparagon'd) 
At her own ſuit in bed. 
CLOTEN. 
Moſt brave, brave Roman! 
PISANIO. 
On this the Briton vaults me from his ſeat, 
And bids my ready ſword avow th' affront 
Done his pure lady's honour I with looks 
7 oy Of 
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»2 CYMB ELIN E. 


Of calm aſſurance, and arms folded thus, 

Wiſh'd him attend my proofs. This fair propoſal 
Had ſanction from all ſides, and noddles 
Joſtled to hear my tale. 


Lor EN. 
Why ſo —— Proceed, 

 PISANIO. 
Firſt, roundly T deſcrib'd her bed-chamber, 
The arras, cieling, pictures; (for of theſe 
I took moſt faithful inventory, when 
I lay concealed there); then I produc d 
The bracelet that I raviſh'd from her arm, 
As ſleep, the ape of death, lay dull upon her; 
And laſt I quoted the cinque-ſpotted mole 
'That richly ſtains her breaſt, like crimſon drops 
I'th*bottom of a cowſlip. 


CLOTEN. 
There was voucher 
Stronger than ever law made. Well, fir, what 
To this the Briton? 


PISANIO. | 

He was quite beſides 
The goverhment of patience —He'rolPd round 
His bloodſhot eyes, ſtamp'd with his foot, and 

Writh'd 

His form into all poſtures; ſtrove to ſpeak, 
And chatter'd monkey-like;—at length, his choler 
Burſt into utt'rance raſh *tis well, he cried, 
The fiends of hell divide themſelves between 


vdu 


And 


CYMBELINE ix 


'And ſo without more ceremony, left 
Our board, to caſt conjectures, as they might: 


Whereto bis fury tended. 1 
| CLOTEN. FO. 
Thanks, Piſinio 
Saw you him ſince ? 
PISANIO. 


No; but the rumour was. 
Ere I left Rome, that he had turn d his thought 
To bloody purpoſe of revenge. 


CLOTEN. 
*Ts good — 
Piſanio, I did love this lady —— lie 
I ſhould not, if I ſaid I love her ſtill —— 
O ſhe is ſweeter than the breath of ſpring 
Wooing the maiden violet tis paſt —— 
And J have loſt her. 
PISANTIO. | 
She hath wrong'd you, 
' CLOTEN. 


| True 
She hath diſdain'd me — ſpurn'd me — once ſhe 


vow'd, 


The meaneſt garment that e'er clipꝰd the body 
Of Leonatus, was in her reſpect 


Dearer than all the hairs upon my head, 

Were they all made ſuch men. — The fouth- 
fog rot 

Him, her, and Cæſar's foes. 
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Thou nite well. — 
This Ficoast is a a thorn, my lord. 
That pricks your ſide of greatneſs. If he ſcape 
The ſnare that traps him now, and haply live 
To recognize his country and his queen, 

Your Crown will totter — for the lady _ 


SFEATEST EXT 


(I ſpeak. i in envy this) I Italy 
Tongues quarrel in his praiſez the current voice is, 
So fair an outward, and ſuch inward ſtuff, 
Endows no man but him. 
CLOTEN. _- . 

i ae 1 prythee ſtop 
Was hes yok'd with Imogen, myſelf _ 
Could make my tongue a bankrupt in his praiſe ; 
But being what he is, I muſt abhor him: 


I have no other hate than what I bear 


Him, and his fortunes; for his kinder ſtars 
Have ſtill eclipſed mine: but I will ſhroud me 
Beneath the Roman wing — Britain, thou haſt 
Loud ſervice of my tongue; my heart is Ceeſar's, 
Of whom I'll hold my crown; theſe reſtif Britons 
We muſt have curb upon; leſt gall'd ſubjection 
Feeling the heavy laſh of eee. 
Fly off from his obedien ce. 

PISANIO 

Cæſar bad me 

Inſure his count*nance, and puiſſant arm, 
Who will attack your right — | 
Gr CLOTEN, 


CYMBELINE 25 


/CLOT ZN. i 
echt. flow Jon rs: We're 8 8 

Sir, I will poſt me in th' approaching battle, 
Where leaſt our Britiſh archers may annoy 

The Roman legions, -. -._ ..... +: 7+ 

IE PISANIO. 
It is well — but hiſt. 
Who. is t comes yonder ? ? 


' CLOTEN. 


; _. *Tis Philario, friend 
And n to Leonatus; beſt 


Abruptly part we here, as chance alone 
Had VE us thus together. ¶ Exeunt ſeverally. 


a Lutter PHILARIO. 


The Sour br d Cloten !—It is wide ſuſpicion” 
Thouwearft coldBritiſh heart, and this rencounter 
With young Piſanio colours it more ſtrong. 
Bur 1 Wave other care. —He writes me here, 
ee! Pulling out letters.) 
In ſpleenful terns BE moſt confirm'd belief, 
That he hath coghizance of her incontinence; 
And wills me, by the love and truth I owe him, 
To murther her. Perhaps ſome falſe Italian 
- Hath the infection of foul ſlander pour'd 
In his too ready ear. Perhaps ſhe's 'falln. — 
She's fair, that's much; — ſhe's 2 8 
| more. I hold 
The virtue of the beſt attemptable. — 
I muſt proceed with wary ſteps herein, — 
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16 .CYMBELINE: 


Here's that will *tice her from her priſon-houſe, 
Or for true love, or ſeeming. —I will ſteal 
This WR: to her WN 5 [ _ 


S C E N E opens, and diſcovers Imogen in hey 
apartment, fitting by a table; a book on the table. 


A father cruel, and a ſuitor baſe, 

A baniſh'd huſband too— O that's the grief 

That gives the deepeſt wound. Then am I fure 

The ſhes of Italy will not betray 

Mine int'reft, and his honour ? — Wicked fear ! 

Where he abides, falſhood is out of faſhion, 

And truth the law to action.— Hark I the clock! 
(Clock ftrikes.) 

Tis the tenth ive of morn —— the very time 

I bad him think on me, and combat heav'n . 

With prayers, as I would do. —— O bleſs him 

| Gods, 

And ſweeten all his cares with drops of confers. 

—Now to my book—Philoſophy, beſt doctor, 

Thou wiſely oft preſcribe to human woe 

The lenitive of patience. — ( Reef: ) 


Euter Weta 


There ſhe fits — 
Sweet ſtudent! with a look as chaſte as Dian's.— 
If ſhe's diſloyal, falſhood never yet 
Hung out ſo fair a ſign yet ſeems, we know, 
Is often read for is I muſt diſturb her ——. 
Imogen —— lady —— (yt 
| tMOGEN., 


EYMBELINE 17 


IMOGEN. 


ey 


PHILARIO. 

Dear lady, here are letters from your lord —— 

S . | > | 

From whom ? from Leonatus ? — Let me ſee — 

Oh! learn'd indeed were that aſtronomer, 

That knew the ſtars as I his characters 

He'd'lay the future open — You good Gods, 

Let what is here : contain'd reliſh of love; 

Of my lord's health; of his content; yet not 

That we two are apart — of his content 

In all but that —- good wax, thy leave — bleſt bees 

Tn make theſe locks of counſel — Good news, 
Gods. . Sas 


PH ILA RIO. 
Now let me con her viſage as ſhe reads — 
| TMOGEN. 
(Reading) Juſtice and your father*s wrath, ſhould 
be take me in his dominions, could not be ſo cruel to 
me, but you, ob | the deareſt of creatures, would 


even renew me with your eyes. Take notice that 1 am 


at Milford Haven; what your own love 2vill out of 
this adviſe you, follow. So be wiſhes you all hap- 
pineſs, that remains loyal to his vow, and hours in- 
eredfing i in love, ; Lroxatvs. 


- 


Oh ! for a horſe with wings — hear'ſt thou, Phi- 
. lario, 
He is at Milford Haven — prithee tell me 
D How 


Hah |! what n now, Philario? 
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But how to get from hence 


8 CYMBELINE. 


How far tis chither. | it one of mean affairs 


May plod it in a day, why may not I 


Glide thither in an ohr? ? hen, good Philario, 
Who long' ſt like me to ſee thy friend; Who long' ft 
(O let me bate) but not like me, yet long' ſt, 


But in a fainter kind — Oh! not like me 


For mine's beyond, beyond — tell me how far 
To this ſame bleſſed Milford; and by the way 
Tell me how Wales was made fo happy as 
T'inherit ſuch a haven. But firſt of all, 
How may we ſteal from hence | ? I prithee foot 
How far to Milford? 
 PHILARIO. 

| Madam, we may reach it, 
With horſes ſwift and ſure of foot, before 
The ſun has ended his day's Journey. 


IMOGEN. 
Well — 


P HILARTO: 

| I have a 9 
Laily, a thouſand eyes keep centinel | 
To watch your motions here — yet haply cheſe 
Unqueltion'd we may paſs — ſuppoſe you did 
Aſſume another mien, and but diſguiſe _ 
That, which tappear itſelf muſt not now be 
But by ſelf-danger — cannot you awhile 
Forget to be a woman ? 

IMOGEN. 
IT NIC Pm almoit 

A man already. 
| PHIL ARIO. 


CTM BE L. INE. ag 


PHILA RIO. 
Make you rſelf but like one, 
And ery gate ſhall kindly open to uh! 140 
Tho' Argus“ ſelf were porter. n 
gen 
In my cloſer © 
I have:a:fuit of boy? 8 apparel ready, 


That was my page's——under which diſguiſe, . 


And with what imitation I can borrow 
From youth of ſuch a ſeaſon, I will quit 
This caſtle's loathſome hold. 


PHILARIO. 
You are reſoly'd then 
To tie yourſelf to Leonatus' fortune, 
And leave your father and the court behind you ? 
IMOGEN. 
No court, no father now for what's a father 
Whoſe mind my crafty ſtepdame poiſon'd, that 
Bore all down with her brain) no, nor no more 
Of that harſh, ſullen, haughty, princeling Cloten, 
That Cloten, whoſe love-ſuit has been to me 
As fearful as a ſiege. 
PHILARIO, 
Hie to your chamber, 
And fit you to your manhood dull delay 
Is fin *gainſt reſolution. | 
| IMOGEN. 
I am arm'd 
Ev'n for events of peril infinite, 
And woman's love is courage. 
D 2 PHILARIO. 
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C YMBE LINE. 
PHILARIO., 
| 1 will hence, 
And able horſe and furniture prepare 
For this adventure: ' PII be with you, lady, 
Before you're well equipp'd. 
IMOGEN. _ 
055 good Philario: : 
The gracious Gods direct us 


* 


e fer bly 


End of therFinſt Aer. 
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SCENE The cafe, 
Enter crbris and Don ds. 5 
it LORD. 
Ser N truth, my lord, her throwing fa- 


4 | vours on 
3 4 So low a thing as Leonatus i IS, 


Sees Slanders her judgment much; it 
2 doth ſubſtract 


From her elſe princely qualities 
CLOTEN. 


1 think I | 

n 2d LORD. a 
Ts hate a ſpell in Leonatus name? 
What is he in his perſon, nature, Sache | 
That you are not, and more? — Say, is he young? 
You reap'd your chin ſince he did—is he valiant ? 
By Mars, you fear him not · handſome i you 

read a 
Your faithful glaſs ih 8 more content than he — 
For birth and fortune the proportion is 
As top to th* bottom. 
cor EN. 
Oh! your pardon, 80 ir, 
115 lady's ſmile has-tutor'd him a pride 
That 
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22 CVYMB ELIN E. 
Thak ranks him with che biheſt— * 


Rome 
His body holds, he bach - Peart and W 
In Britain ſtill; which, nothing can cut off, 
But ſomething l may give a mortal wound 
Or to his life, or R 


143 


Enter Cy MBELINE, and other Lords. 


iſt LORD. 
rp lord, the king, 
CYMBELINE. 5 


Await you here our daughter, noble Clpten * 45 
Will ne not fort!; ; 
0 L oT 8 v. 
She will vouchſafe no notice. 
— ru BE LINE. 
The exile of her minion is too new, 
She hath not yet forgot him: ſome more time 
May wear theiprint of his emhrane , 
And chen ſhe's YOu n nden © a7 7 
- oi] 2} 4.2 CLOFE Ne: " 
Never, I fear, mp fy | 
O ha 1 heart impregnable; | 
I ſhould, my liege, your patience aecch . 
renalen eee 
Denials but increas'd my ſervices; 11110 


I have put by my nature, crouch'd and fawn'd; 
I ſeem'd as if inſpir'd to do the duties 


I tender'40;her-z. if ſhe had forſworn 
All commerce with mankind, I'd been content; 
20 "..: Wt 


CYMBELINE, 23 


But Leonatus' ſait had wittheraft in't, 
While mine ſhe heard as does the ruthleſs rock 
The drowning ſeaman's moan. 
; CYMBELINE.. 0 
It muſt be Humour: : 
The ſtubborn tendency of woman's will, 
Still pliant or reſiſting *gainſt all rules 
Of virtue and diſcretion — Le her ' ſulfer' I. 
I have a child in the 
a 5 erorzw 
e A chankful one. 
CYMBELINE. 
Call ber before ra ER Lords) for we would 
make 
A laſt Summand to her unduteous ſpirit, 
Ere yet we take the field and here we ſwear 
By the great ſov'reign of th immortal Gods, 
If The conſent not fully to the act, 
Whereby we late have ſentenc'd her divorce 
From that baſe ſlave, whoſe vileneſs muſt not ſoil 
The luſtre of our crown, we reconfirm 
Our royal grant to thee, adopted ſon 
Of our deat love; and her blot out for ever. 
From all connection with our blood, and title 
To this imperial diadem — Tow: now? 


- Re-enter Lords 


9 7 it LORD. 
So pleaſe you, ſir, her chambers all are lock -d, 
Nor anſwer will be given to the noiſe 
Our loudeſt clamours make. 


CYVMBELIN. 


24 CV M. B. EL 
_CYMBELINE.. . 


N E. 


n „ 20% e fled! eſcaj pd! 


1 may 2 be! ? ' ——;Clotep, che 750 


£34 $4 & 


yours 
Have you not ine of their faith ? 


\GLOTEN,, 5 


is 


Nets . diy ys 


They are the pick'd of my. aff:9ion, and an 
I ſtand wha at this. Ben I at ff & 
CYMBELINE. 


4 of 4 . 


41 & Where is Philario ? 


24 LORD. 


My liege, ſome two hours ſince, I ſaw him take 
The road that windeth round the eaſtle ron. 
And by his ſide a comely beg et n 


EF 4 


A Page o'th* court. 
CYM BELINE, 


My life it 1 
Wing'd with the fervor of her love ſhe's flown 


To Leonatus, and Philario is 

The pander of her folly. We're abus d: 

All Italy in arms would hurt us leſs 

T ow * aggrieves us here - 
Cloten, 


! 


Our dear we 


Head thou the Lurch Fn theſe 7 runagates, 


With thy beſt faculties of diligence ; 
Then follow to the field— 


We muſt be gone; 
But we will carry aur:difpleaſure with us, 

And Rome ſhall feel we're angry. ebene away. 
IErxeunt. 


Manet 


1 


C:'V-MBBLIN@E 25 
Mauer CIorzx with ſome Lords. 


To horſe, firs— mark me 1 am dead to love, | 


And — TOI” 20 9112 * 


[Exit « Loo 


SCENE A Foreſt, and a Cove at a diſtance. 
Ener from” the Cave BarLantvs, Par Avon, 
and CaDp wa. 


1 BELLARIUS. eee e, 
It is N goodly ſky——Stoop, boys, this gate 


Inſtructs you how t'adore the heavens, and bows | 
1 


, 
you 


To ev'ning's holy office, "Gita of monarchs 
Are arch'd ſo high that giants may jut thro”, | 
And keep their i impious turbands on without 
Obeiſance to the ſun 
We houſe i * th* rock, yet uſe thee not fo hardly, . 


As prouder livers do. - 7 
rarabok. a 

e £929 7 Hail heav'n! | 

9 55  CADWAL. % | 

2283 1010 50611 0 Het heav'n 

p 270 'BELLARIUS.. 


Our life, my boys, i is ſuch as 1 led . 
Ere living was an art. The buſy knaves 
That clatter in yon world, are mad to purchaſe 


Honour with danger; wealth with envy; Pleaſure 


With manifold infirmity; 3 While we, 
Poor in poſſeſſion, in enjoyment rich, | 
Have no more wants than means; our av rice 


1s not 123 7 | 3 RIG 4 I* 
WOzs E Wider 
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26 CYMBELINE 


Wider than art our ſtomachs ; dur ambition, 
Who firft ſhall ſcale the ſtecpy mountdin's cliff, 
Or ſtrike the deſtin'd veniſon; this is life, - 


| And health, the life of life; 


 CADWAL. 
MIÄ¶x rewrend father, 


Out of our tne; eu GOT 


fledged, | 


Have never wing d from: view o th' neſt, nor know 
What air's from home; haply this life is beſt, 
If quiet life is beſt; tweeter to you 
T hat have a ſharper known. 
 PALADOR. 

858 What ſhall we ſpeak of, 
When we are old as you? When we ſhall hear 
The rain and wind beat dark December, how _ 
In this our pinching cave ſhall we diſcourſe 
The freezing hours away ? We have keen 00+ 

thing — | 
We're beaſtly ; ſubtle as the fox for prey; 
Like valiant as the wolf for what we eat; 
Our courage is to chace what flies; our cage 
We make a choir as doth the priſon'd Dade 
And ſing our bondage freely. 
9 ew ee” 't 
2 How you "oy 
Did anne the cities? winden „Ane 
The art o th court, the toil of war that goes 
In queſt of honeſt fame, yet dies i th* ſearch, 
And hath as oft a fland'rous epitap p 
As record of fair act; did you know this 
| | = 2 


-CYMBELINE. 27 


How would you ſmile in ſolitude — Oh! boys, 
The ſharded beetle is in ſafer hold - 
Than is the full wing d eagle l was once 
Firſt with the beſt of note . Cymbeline low d me, 
And hen a ſoldier was the theme, my name 
Was not far off. Then was Jas a tree _ 
Whoſe boughs did bend wirh fruit; but in one night 
A ſtorm, or rabb ry, call it what you will, 
Shook: down my mellow hangings, nay my leaves, 
And left me bare to weather. 
P ALADOR. 
__ Uncertain fayour ! 


BELLARIUS. 
My fault was nothing, (as I oft have told you) 


But that two villains, fland'ring my fair honour, 

_ Sworemeconfed'rate with the Romans : fo 

F bs my baniſhment 3 and — * 

This rock, and theſe demelne have been my 
world; 

Where I have liv'd-at haneft freedom; 4 

More pious debts to heaven than in al! 


The fore- end of my time — but up to the woods— 


This is not hunter's language He who ct 
The largeſt fardle home is lord 0? ch feaſt. 
92 
Come, Palador —— 
4 \ BRLLARIUS. 
Il meet you in the valleys. 
Thou divine nature, hom thyſelf thou blazon'ſt 
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As if it had been ſow'd. a muſt 
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3 CYVMBFLTN E 


In theſe two princely boys! O Cymbeline! 
Thy ſons, tho” train d thus meanly up t 
Theſe deſart rocks, have lofty thouphts 2 Hit 
The roofs of Palaces t wonderful 

That an inviſible inſtinct Thould frame len 
To royalty unlearn'd, honour untaught, 
Civility not ſeen from others, val our 
That wildly grows in them, but yields a crop, 


after 
SCENE Another part of the Foreſt. 
1 Freter and IE in 7270 $ clothes, 


1 i 


» [Ex 


7 


IOW zit! IMOGEN: 2 7867 2108 


Thow told'ſt r me e when we came from home, Wo 


799279 place 1 tn HO 


Was near at hand. Ne''er Jong'd his acer 0 


To ſee him firſt; as L do now. Where are we? 


Here is no path, no proof of habitation; 


And, but we tread on ſolid earth, methinks 


Wer re out o'th* bounds _ n pry, 


27 Phbilario, 10. 46 $0 Þ 4! 2. 10 


Whete doſt thou lead me? It will ſoon be , 
For ſee the lamp of Phcebus is nigh quench'd 


RX T watry boſom. 


nin PHILARTO. ois 371 
: Madam, here 
Our Journey cad 111 J 
IMOERxX . 
Here! where is Leonatus * 5 
PHILARIO. 


CYMBELINE. 29 


PHILARIO, 
Lady, at Rome— INE treaſon to be here: | 


Alas! wha means this eg of reply ? 2 
Haſt thou abusg'd me-with a forged letter? 
Where is: my: lords; n ? own lags the 
matter? k now 2261 U 
Why offer'ſt thou that paper to me nh 
A look untender ? how ! my huſband's hand! 
Quick ſlay, or cure me outright. 
-Þ HI LARIO. 
— 30: 967 21-921 le Pleaſe you, read, 
4 5 you u ſhall find the duty I am bound to. 
IMO GEN ral. 

My wife, Philario, hath play'd the . my 
Zed; the teftimomies whereof lie bleeding in me. © ſpeak 
not out of weak ſurmiſes, but fram proof, as ſtrong 
as my grief, and as certain ac. enpect my. revenge. 
Wal part, thou, Philario, muſt act far me; Let tbhine 
own hand take auuy ben life; J Hall give thee op- 
portukity inthe toad t Molforll: my lotier is for that 
purpoſe to her : ſo, if thou fear to firike, and to cer- 
tify it ts done, thou haſt broken 2 vows, and art a 


traitor to friendſhip. '' OLDS WIC tu L, 
108 Imogen drops the Ile Jars few, ondin in 
- the utmoſt conſternation. Tock 
.. PHILARIO: ow? > bt 
Is her amazement innocent or guilty? ? 


Tell me ſome God, for fare a-mortal wi / 
May elſe miſeonſtrue ſuch perplexity. — (Afiae.) 


Madam, what cheer ? are you prepar'd to die? 
| IMOGE N. 
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What mal I do? ? I ouſt de home to ür point. 
Lady, 1 iand.not ods ins and: 


I am your executionerl: your judge, 


IMOGEN. 

1 falſe! I falſc"to's bed? have I been chaſte 

As ſnows that ſun· beam never kiſt, for this 2 
Gods! have I left my father's gilded roof, 
The rights of birth, the largeſſes of fortune, 
The pageants of pre-eminence;! and all 
That womanhood is ſaid to doat on, yea 

And womanhood itſelf ?—havel left theſe, 
No jewel taken with me but my honaur. | 
To hear I'm falſe? oh! oh! 


PHILARIO. 
She heeds me not. 


IMOGEN. 
Falſe to his bed? what is it to be falſe? 


To lie in watch there, and to think on him? 


30 


To weep twixt clackapdcleck.? if feep charge 


nature, 


bers Als Ceifabdreats-of Dan 7 
And cry myſelf awake ? that falſe to's qa 


P'H.LL ARIQ. 


(A 


My friend, to whom Ive ſworn all offices, 
Appoints me to this deed if thou art guilty, 
I hold the fword of juſtice; if guilt-free, 
Thy blood muſt light on Leonatus* ATT 
One pray'r and I diſpatch,—— 
| IMOGEN. 
That paper, Sir, 
Hath 


CYMBELINE 45 


Hath done the bug neſs « You may A" 
word _ 
I've heard I em a Airuvriper; and my here 
Therein falſe ſtruck, — wound; 
Nor tent to bottom that. 
P HILA RICO. 05 
0 O yet bethink . 
With what a weight deſcends the guilty ſoul, 
Sunk with a load of unrepented crimes ? 
For ſuch th? infernal miniſters prepare 
The darkeſt cells of Erebus. 
| IMOGEN. 8 
Nay, preach not, 
But do thy work and when thou ſeeſt my lord, 
A little witneſs my obedience z-——look— 
Smiling I meet thy angry ſword—come, hit 
Th' innocent manſion of my love, my hear. 
Prythee, diſpatch Is that the ſtern Philario, 
That came on murder's errand Strike for 
bo now 
The lamb intreats the butcher. 
PHILARTIO. 
© that look 
Would out-face proof. (Afide.) Hence thou vile 
inſtrument, 
Thou ſhalt not damn my hand. 14 
(Throws down the ford.) | 1 
It cannot be 4 
} But that my friend's abus d ſome crafty villain [ 
That's fing'lar in his art, hath done you both {1 
This curſed injury-—0O thou vip'rous as" . Fil 
| Y | 
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34 CYMBELTND 


Thy edge is ſharper than the mutdrous ſword: 
Thy tongue out- venoms all the worms of Nile; 


Thy breath; that rides upon the. nn 
Belies all corners of the world. I'll ſpeak 


As from moſt firm conviction of her virtue, 
To probe her ſtill more deepiy l have yet 


More teſt to put her to. 7 A ) 
ac 14 | IMOGEN. 1 ' £4071 7 
; Alas! Philario, 


Some jay of . with painted — 8 
Hath robb'd me of his heart; poor I am ale; 5 
A caſt- off robe; a garment out of faſhion; 
And, for I'm richer than to hang by th wall, 
I muſt be ript—to pieces with me oh 1 
Men's vows are women's traitors. Eni ol. 
| PHILA RIO. LON! 
210 511. 0 IF it be fo, 
(As I 66rifels it doth provoke belief) | 
The face of virtue ſhall from hence be thought L 
The maſk of villainy ; and Leonatus 
Hath laid the level to all proper men; del . 
Goodly and gallant ſhall be falſe and perjur'd, 
F. rom N. great fall. 5 
Take up thy ſword, Phitario, : 


Behold my breaſt obedient as the ſcabbard . 
I liv*d but to one end, to do his pleaſure, 


Sus! to that 5 would die. | 
FAO IAA. ee 24062 207 
Nahe da 1 Hd 5 O gracious lady, 1 


Since I receiv'd ob todo this bus*neſs; 
I ſcarce 


CYMBELINE 33 


I ſcarce have ſlept one wink. 
IMOGE N. 197 Un 
Do't, and to bed "5 
| PHILARIO. 
III wake mine aden blind firſt. No, thou 
ſweeteſt, 


If he hath ſtain'd his loyalty, his mind 

Is now as low to thine, as were his fortunes, 
What] ſhall his vileneſs batteries erect 
To ſhake thy fort of innocence ?—Live, lady, 
To kill him with thine eye he ſhall be told 
That I have done his bidding, and awhile 
You in ſome refidence obſcure ſhall *bide, 

As is thy preſent habit.—Come, let's hence. 
Sure this diſcourſe hath much bewilder'd me, 


Or.we have march'd too wide, Fortune be- 
friend us, 
Elſe we have far to ſupper. — = This way, 
| lady. e 


S C ENE the Cove, 


Enter . 


My medicadion hath miſguided me, 

And I have miſs'd the boys. They'll not return, 

Tho? all the elements ſhould be at war, Z 

*Till darkneſs ſends *em home. O Cymbeline, 

When thou ſhalt ſee thy royal progeny, 

(As I do mean with the firſt vantage to 

Render thee back theſe youths) chou ſhalt confeſs 
F Thy 


34 CYMBELINE. 


Thy loſs was gain, and thank calamity, 
Hah |! who are theſe. K. | 


"Eater Pana and TMOGEN. 


What chance cou'd wind their ſteps 
Thus far from all ſociety ? *tis ſtrange ! 

IMOGEN. (ſeeing bin) 
O look, Philario, look hat rev'rend figure 
Is this approaches? In his viſage fits 
The treafur'd wiſdom of an hundred years 
The ſages of old time are piQur'd thus; 
Accoſt him, good Philario; for his preſence | 
Awes my unſkilful heart. 

| ' PHIL ARIO. 
Grave hermit, hail! 
Pardon, old man, our ignorant intruſion, 
Upon your venerable ſolitude. 
I, and my nephew here, are bound for Milford, 
And chance wide ſtraying from our way to 
night, 
Have light upon your lonely habitation. 
BELLARIUS. 
Thou haſt a gracious favour—for'this youngling, 
The dimpled God that holds the cup to Jove 
Is ſecond to him. Vou are welcome, ſirs 
If you can ſhape your fancy to your needs, 
The wholeſome viands of a homely board, 
That bloated luxury ne'er cater'd to, 
Shall be moſt freely yours. Your names, beſeech 
you? 


* 


HIL A- 
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— 4 PHILARI O. 9 

Philario, ſir—this gentle youths* Fjdele, —— 

'BELLARIUS. 

Why once more welcome—this low roof's your 


home, 

While tis worth owning.—I'vetwo ſons, whoſe — 
Will yoke in followſhip with yours, Fidele 
Philario mates with 'me—tarry awhile, 
And purge your lungs of the foul air o'th* city, 
Or of the court, for that is ſickly too—— 
O! I have liv'd to make the pop'lous world 
A ſtock for laughter. 8 

IMOGEN. 

Uncle, we have found 
Delightful Jodie; and a gracious hoſt 


This good old father's greeting fooths my Tr 
Faint with this long day's march. 
PHILARIO. | 

Look here, Fidele 
I have a cordial of eſpecial proof, 
I pray thee drink it off—it is a drug 
That three times hath my father's life redeem'd 
From the arreft of death, It has more virtue 


Than I ſhall tell you now. (Afiae.) 
IMOGEN arms. 
Uncle, I thank you. 
BELLARIUS. 


Here come my boys.—Sirs, ſtand aſide awhile 
How will they take this novelty ? they neter 
Saw mortal but their mother, and myſelf. 


F 2 Enter 
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Enter PALaDOR and CADwAIL. 
You, Cadwal, are beſt woodman, and are nam'd, 
The maſter of the feaſt—hah ! what are theſe ?, 
Go not near, Cadwal—they are Gods that come 
In viſitation to our hermitage 
The eldeſt is God Pan; the other ſeems. 
Like ſwift-leg'd TEES or the God of Love, 
Dreſt in his mother's ſmiles —Down, Cadwal, 


don 
On knees of adoration, and beſeech 
Propitious aſpect from their deitie 


| 


Hear us immortal pow'rs,— 1 oh (Kneels.) 
BE LLARI US. 
Riſe up my boys: 


Theſe : are but mortals like ourſelves, made up 
Of the ſame ſtuff as we — when we have ſupp'd, 
We will enlarge our conference. 
PALADOR. 
Are they men ? 
By the puiſſant Jove they? re noble ones 
I long to commune with 'em for that youth 
My heart is high in ſudden palpitation - — 
Methinks I love him neither more. nor leſs, 
Cadwal, than I do thee. 
CA DWAL. 
- Ev'n ſo ſays Cadwal. 
I'M OGEN. 
Uncle, I have a tender feeling too, 
That yearns on theſe fair ſtrangers — I had once 


Ivo brothers, whom the hand of early fate 
Snatch'd 
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Snatch'dfrom the Hud If they had li d, Ithink 
They had been like this gentle pair. Sweet youths, 
May I not call you brothers? 

| PALADOR., 


o Sar ai Ay, moſt freely. 
And, fir, - if you; are uncle t to our brother, 


You ſtand in Kin to us A pray, good father, 
Let him be tutor to us; we would leara 
The myſtery of life; ; the art of war; 
The policy of kings; ; the rples « of ſtates ; 
Will you inſtruct ps? we are ign'rant yet 
What drawing breath js good for. 
IAR. 

rer Theſe young plants 
Are of the kindeſt growth my eyes e're ſaw- 
Why, who would dream this barren deſart here 
A L of demi - gods? = 

„ BEI LARIUS. 
2 Enough; 
Vice! is * child of praiſe; my boys are ſuch 
As nature made them, and ſhe made * em not 
For art to marr; but let us in to ſupper 
Our appefites ſhall make what's homely, ſav'ry: 
We eat for health, and riſe before the ſun, - 
Silvers the mountain ſhrubs. Come, boys conduct 
Your new compeer.—Philario, you are mine. 
| PALADOR. 

The night to th* owl, and morn to th' lark leſs 


welcome. , into the cave. 


End of the Second A c r. 
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180 n . Vor 1 ſhall ſift ber th 
for what's. paſt 
Little hangs on it were ſhe true 
D 
Thus would ſhe' have; if falſe and artful, thus 
She ſhall be told in words as ſtrong and hateful, 
As earneſtneſs can make em, what ſhe drank 
Is deadly to all ſenſe, as for a time _ 
It is, to full effect — . a rare drug 
That locks the ſpirits up in ſhew of death, 
To be more freſn reviving 


Sete 


A Ge 


8 A 0 


Eu Pur RIO fs the Cave. 


reſtleſs is this thinking! we 


See mak 


5 > 


come day! 


i 


Dread of death 


Shall force me out the truth; fraud vill be honeſt 


4 


Euter BzLLARVS. 1 


Our courtiers ſay alls ſavage but at court— 
How does this hoſpitable rock, Bellarius, 
Give em the lie? | 


BELLARIUS. 

Our minds muſt not be meaſur'd 
By this rude place we live in—You are rouz d 
Before the hunter's hour Could you not ſleep 


Upon your bed of moſs? 


Itſelf thus over. reach d but hiſt, Bellarius. 


Before 
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Pp HILARIO. OT? 
Ay. fr, as foundly 
As added infancy. 
217 J88 


Your chamber was 155 3 i 
The beſt o' th houſe Fo us we often wa 
The ſtar· wrought Sky our teſter—Wearineſs 
Can ſnore upon the flint, when reſty ſloth 
Finds the down pillow e Pink ge, . 
Of this our way of life? ß 
PHIL A110. tail 1 
1 g. It is unknown, 
And See envied not—our-courtl y great, ones 
May bluſh at their high breeding; here's the 
place 
Where virtue teackes ſchool—are your ſons up ? 
By Jove multipotent there's not a couple, 
Whoſe praiſe fame trumpets with her loud'ſt O 
yes, 5 
That can. out- peer theſe twain—they ſeem as gentle 
As Zephyrs blowing 'neath the hyacinth, 
Not wagging his ſweet head, and yet as rough 


* 


(Their ſprightly blood by a good tale once warm'd) 


As the rude wind that by the top doth take 


The mountain pine, and make him ſtoop to th 
vale. - 


| BELLARIUS. 

Why, thou haſt mark'd them * where 
they come, 

And with em your Fidele. | 

2 3 Enter 


hy, 


4 CVYVMEHE LINE. 
Euter PALADOBY CaDwaLl; and IMoctn: 
bad! 2: BEELARIUS. 


Are your devotions to 1 torning ſtar 


Sh a< 4 a 


With ſolemn RE lod do 11971 


. 


* ton 


ba e 2100 Tal ad #6" thy father. 


fa 10 0040 Font 8 


— 


Whit ve na Can fle lle . ala e 


1 110 
No bigger than this cave? 10 8 


 ImoceN, 


2 Believe me, ſir, 
The garnet of labour Here, is richer, As 


Than golden kotouts there, 
cAaDWVar, 25 


7 cannot ſay how much, but füre as much 25k 
As I do love my father? 


BELLARIUS. 


What? How ? How? pF 


PALADOR, 
If it be ſin to ſay bb, fir, I join me 


In my good brother's fault—I know not why 


I love this youth, and I have heatd y6ii ſay 
Love reaſons without reaſon. Fate at door, 


And a demand who is't ſhall die, I'd fay 
My father, not this youth—— 
BELLARIUS. 
Tiis wonderful: 
Does inſtinct tell them I am not their father? 
(Alde.) 


Tee fad I ove thes— 


rn. 74: 


Well to the field tis the fourth hour o'th* morn. 
Philario, and Fidele will remain 
Here in the cave We'll come to you after biint- 
ing; 
Or are you for our ſport ? 
IMOGEN. 
I am not well—— 
A ſudden lazineſs creeps o'er my ſenſes, 
As if fatigue acknowledg'd no repair 
27 * nights ſleep·— 
= PHILARIO. 
The drug begins to work 
( Ajiae.) 
| P A L A D O R. - } 
Go, you to hunting—Il abide with him. 
IMOGEN. 


No—to your journal courſe—the breach of cuſtom | 


Is breach of all —My uncle will ſtay here 


Farewel—I wiſh you ſport I ſhall be well 
By your return 


g OS 
We'll not be tag away. — 
| [ Exennt Bellarius, Palador, and Cadwal. 
„„ nnd. 
Theſe are kind creatures, lady. 
| IMOGEN. 


bo 


On my life 
Pd change my ſex to be companion with em, 


Since my dear lord is falſe. 
P H ILARIO. 
I would confer 


Once more upon that theme, 
G I'm 
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IMOGEN. 
I'm ſick already ; ; 
And would you miniſter freſh pain, Philario ? 


| PHILARIO. 
Come—T'll no more diſſemble you are known 
Falſe to your baniſh'd lord. 
IMOGEN. 
What hear I, Gods! 
| PHILARTIO. 

The truth, the killing truth—art not aſham'd ? 
But ſhame is maſculine—Could I find out 
The woman's part in me for there's no motion 
That tends to vice in man, but J affirm 
It is the woman's part; be't lying, note it, 
The woman's flatt'ring, yours; deceiving, yours; 
Luſt and rank thoughts, yours, yours z revenges, 

yours 
Ambition; covetings ; change of prides ; diſdain ; 
Nice longings ; ſlanders; mutability ; 
All faults that may oo nam'd, nay, that hell 

knows, 
Why yours in part, or al ; but rather all 
For ev'n to vice 
You are not conſtant, but are changing ſtill 


One vice but of a minute old, for one 
Not half fo old as that. 


IMOGEN. 
Am 1 awake ? 
Or have you ſeyſgs perfect? 


PHE 
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PHIL ARI O. 
| Tis enough—— 
I have atchieved more than er'e did Julius, 
And will be chronicled *mong(t thoſe wiſe few 
That have out-craftied woman. 
IMOGEN. 
You amaze me. 
PHILARTIO. 
Oh! no more fooling I have proof that tells 
The time, the place, the—fie upon it, lady, 
It wounds my modeſty to quote the deeds | 
That coſt thee not a bluſh. 
IMO G E N, 
| Blaſphemer, hold! 
Thou art in league with perjur'd Leonatus, 
And doft traduce a lady that deſpiſes 
Malice and thee like. 
OR. PHILARIO. 
Go to—you're naught 
IMOGEN. 
Villain, your proof? Why ſtand you idle thus ? 
If thou do'ſt fee a ſpeck upon my honour, 
Prick at it with the ſword, your juſt remorſe 
E'en now let drop. 
PHILARTIO. 
Miſtake not, lady mine, 
Remorſe was counterfeit, my purpoſe real; 
found you paſt all grace, and did commence 
Cunning in my revenge; your puniſhment 
G 2 Were 
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Were nothing if not ſuch; you have your death, 
Yet never felt his ſting. 
IMOGEN. 
What ſays be 
PHILARTO. 
O now you tremble like a guilty ſoul 
Beneath the furies laſh—now you would pour 
A deluge of ſalt grief to waſh your crimes 
It is too late, thou haſt out- ly d repentance 
That draught was tinctured with 4 mortal juice, 
And he that drinks an acron on't, is lery'd,. 
As I would ſerve a dog. 
IMOG B N, 
Sir, my ſurprize 
Reliſhes not of fear. This is a cure 
Which you da call a chaſtiſement——1 RY 
The death thou ſpeak'ſt of curdling i in My Veins, — 
How ſweetly do they pe fem ſorrow wakes 
not 
Farewel my innocence is lacrifice 
Or to the blindfold rage of jealouſy, _ .. 
Or to eſtranged love O Leonatus, - | 
The Gods have pity on the. 
PHILARIO.. 


Do I ſpeak ? 
Is this my hand? are theſe my eyes ?—All this 
J will to queſtion put, if thou art true 

O Imogen, but that I thought thee foul, 

And thy confeſſion a ſuperfluous warrant, 


1 would have t ta'en my ſucking infant's throat, 
And 
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And broach'd,it with my. martial ee, 
E're touch'd thy preciqus Hſe, ned wt? i 
OO EN. a, 1 
e forgive thee— i 
Thy Op na ( which how warp'd it matters not) W | 
Condemn'd me to this death—Nay, weep not, ſir, 
Commend me to my lord—alas ! Philario, 
I grieve myſelf to think how much hereafter,: 
When the belief, or falſt affection, which 
Holds pris'ner now: his mind, ſhall leave him free, 
His mem'ry will be-pang'd:by looking back tr; 
Fe | 
Art rA HO. vc x 
The mighty Gods:throw ſtones of ſulphur. % 
All jealous; head - ſick fools . e ſaw it not- | 
And eviry day's experience doth diſprove. 
The ſtrong' ſt report O the accurſed fate 
That n me to this office . 
IMOGEN. | | 
Toy Cub thy rage | 
Unprofitably bos d- in, and die- 
Follow me not my ſoul has that to do 
Which is beſt done in ſecret fare thes well 
Preſent to our good hoſt, and my ſweet deathen. 
My thanks ang choiceſt bleſſings. 
[Exit. agen into the Cave. 
P H 1 * ARI O. 


Ir goes well, 
Her honour I bare fand and found it chafllels— 
Friend, thou art fool, or villain—If I prove 


Thou would'ſt betray my loye to purpoſes Of | | 
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Of hell- black colour, tho our friendſhip ſtood 
Upon a brazen baſe, it ſhould diflolve, 
And, like the film that dews the morning flower, 
Break into unſeen air. Hah Palador !— 


AY Enter PALADOR haſtily ” # o_ 


Lend me thy ſword, good Uncle——as'I croſt 
The mountain's ridge, a fellow at a diſtance! 
(Whoſe drapery: by far out-gliſtens thine) - 
Bad me with accents ſtern and maſterly 
Stop and attend his ſpeech I hied me hither, 
And, if he follow, will reſponſes make 
By word, or blow, an he dare queſtion me—— }. . 
Belike tis talk'd at court that ſuch as we 
Cave here; haunt here; are outlaws ; and in time 
May make ſome ſtronger bead; the which he 
hearing 
Is ſworn with choice n in his t train 
To fetch us in ,t is a criſis that 


My father ſometimes drops diſcourſes of, —— 


> H ILARIO. ha 
Say'ſt ſo ? I will go climb the rock, and ſpie 
What companies are near. * [Exit. Philario. 
PALADOR. 


| Do—for this bravo, 
Let me alone with him this inſtrument 


Fits my hand well—T graſp 1 it faſt as tho? 


Twere part of me, and grew unto my arm 
] feel I can do any thing but fear—— 


I will look out.— By the broad ſhield of Mars 
ES H e 


C YMBE LINE. 47 


He comes unto my W ſword, and ſleep 
Till I _—_— thee, hap'ly ſoon . s 


Enter Crore, 


CLOTEN. 
My zeal 
Hath far out- gone my train—hark thee—thou fel- 
low, 
Why didſt thou fly me? diaſt not hear me call? 
PALADOR. 


I did, and therefore came not. 
CLOTEN, 


Saucy ls 
Thou art ſome villain mountaineer What art 
thou? 3 
1 PAL APD OR. 
A man thou look'ſt as if thou cam'ſt from court, 
And yet thou art no more. 
CLOTEN. 
Thou know'ſt me not— 
Anſwer me; wretch, on peril of thy life—— 
Saw'ſt thou two trav lers ſpeeding thro' the foreſt — 
The elder ſomewhat *bove my age, the ponger 
Few years below your own ? 
PALADOR. 
Such if I ſaw, 


I ſaw 'em not for thee 
CL QT:EN: | 
Ha! doſt thou mock me ? 


Where are the traitors, ſlave ? qu ick, or 
PAL A- 


\ 
W 
: | 
I. 
1 

f 
$ 

1 } 

j 

- 
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PALADOR. , 


| F : vl ors * thing. 
More ſlaviſh did I ne er, chan anſwering 


A ſlave, without a hl /,, 
| CL OE 
6 Thou art a robber; 


A law- breaker; a villain; yield _ thief — 
r ALA OR. 
To whom? to thee? what art ec thay not 1 
An atm as big as thine ? à heart 8 
Thy words I grant are bigger — for 15 wear not 
My dagger in my mouth — ſay what thou art, 
Why I ſhould yield to thee ? 
4, ..6L0TEMN, 


Thou villian baſe ! 
Know'ſt me not NEL my. garb? © 


PALADOR. . 
© No, nor thy tailor == 


Who is thy grandfather ?— he made that garb, 
Which, as it ſeems, makes thee —— 
CLOTEN. 
Izsajurious thief! 
Hear but 2 name, and tremble— 
"PALADOR: os 
What's thy name ? 
CLOTEN. 
Cloten, thou villain ! 
PALADOR. 
Cloten ? then double villain be thy name ; 
I cannot tremble at it; were it Toad, 


ARON; or Spider, it would move me ſoonero— 
CLOTEN. 
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LA 41 CLOTH N.. | 
Then to thy Fo and mere confuſion, 3 
I'm fon to the late queen, and heir 0 ch. an 
PALABPOR. 
In troth I'm ſorry ſor't; thyſelf not ſeeming 
So-wotthy as thy birth. Me thou haft _— 'd; 9 
Tho? thou wert ſon of Juno. 4 | 1 
| CLOTEN. ni, | l 
_ bed 211 Thou vile thing! | 
Wrong thee | — But die the death - thou wilt be 
buonourd li 
Tocperifti by this hand when I have ſlain thee, ij 
Pl on the gate of Lud's Town ſer thy head 
To toalt | i'th' ſun. | ( Drawing.) 
27 PALADOR 
Are you for ſcratching? Come 
To-day I'll loſe a ſoldier's maidenhead - 
Hah f a are you down ? 'I ſee a prince is made (gt 
of Sos ſtuff. ö (Cloten Jane. ) 
2 CL OTEN:; 
Dog thou haſt flain me. (dies.) 
23 P#LADOR. | 
Ay, and the world no lofer—— This ts Foam 
Hotter than hunting I will kill no more 
The tim'rous deer——ſuch killing” 5 cowardice— 
My reeking ſword fweats honourably now —-— 
Thou poor loud-boafting fool! Hah! how Ii{talk 
In triumph round thee ! like the victor lion 
Slow paeing bout the mangled tyger's corſe, 
And grimly taking: ſolace in his ſlaughter —— 
FH Euter 


| 
| 


. 8 «a - ks <w—<_ -- — & 
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Enter BELLAR1us, CADWAL, and PHILAR IO: 
BELLARIUS. 


1 heard the claſh of ſwords —— O Palador ! 


What haſt thou done ? 
PALADOR. 
I'm perfect what cut thro* one Cloten's heart, 


Son to the queen, after his own report —— 
He came in ſearch of thee and fair F dele, 
Or J did much miſconſtrue his demand 

(To Philario. 
He call'd me villain, mountaneer, and ſwore 
He would diſplace my head, where now it grows, 


And ſet it on Lud's Town. 
PHILAKIO 
*Tis very Rag 


The king's adopted ſon. 


PALADOR. 
Why had the king 


Miſus'd bold Palador, his royalty 


Had lain ſo weltring there ——What company 


| Diſcover you abroad? 


PHILARIO. 
No ſingle ſoul 
Can I ſet eye on—yet *tis ſtrange his anger 
Should bring him here alone. 
| BELLARIUS. 
I'll not believe 

But quick revenge purſues us 

PAL AD OR. 

Loet it come; 

Let it be ſuch as poſſible ſtrength may meet, 


It ſhall be welcome. | 
| CADWAL. 
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CA D WAL. 
That's my valiant brother 


Thou haſt ſaid well, done well; O Palador ! 
T love thee brotherly, but envy much 
Thou'ſt rob'd me of this deed. Where s ſweet 
1 idele? 
PHILARIO. 

Aſleep within the cave. — Hear me, good firs — 
This act, I truſt, is dangerleſs, except 
We're traitors to ourſelves.—Boys, takethe body, 
And let it down the creek behind the rock 
Into the ſea ( Exeunt Pal. and Cad. with the body.) 

Bellarius, hark a word 
Thy ſons are noble ones, and pity tis 
Their worth ſhould waſte in dull obſcurity. 
To day fell war unfurls his bloody flag 
Between the Roman and the Britiſh hoſt, 
And confidence is goad to either fide. 
Upon the border of the foreſt here, 
The Roman lies encamp'd—and two hours march 
Will Join our countrymen — your valiant boys 
May, in ſuch fight as this is like to prove, 
Begin and end a fame. 

BELLARIU S. 
Why now or never 

"Tis fit they launch into the world, Philario, 
But fitter never. 


PHILARIO. 
Do not ſay ſo, ſir; 


Britain doth lack ſuch hearts. 
BELLARI US. 


Well, you ſhall rule me —. 
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Indeed I wifh'd for ſuch a day as this, 


To make them known to „ 0 Ak.) 
They“ re here. 


Enter Pal Abox 420 Capwar. 1 


PALADOR. * 
We've ſent him down the ſtream, and 10 to ſea, 


To tell the fiſhes he's the queen's ſon Coker » — 
trie T £ 
My boys, your uncle here would ſteal youſrom me, 
To your bruis'd country's wars. 


PALADOR. ee: a. 
Oh! let us go 


Uncle, intreat again — Why I can fight — 
You have to-day a ſample —ſo can Cadwal — 
Our oppoſition we will-ſtake *gainſt two, 
The ſtoutelt of old Rome——ay, againſt odds, 


If valour's ſcarce i in Britain. 


CADWAL. 
Odds to chuſe. 


BELLARIUS. | 
The king hath wrong'd me — he aeſerverh not 
_ Your ſervice, and my love. 
FA en 
8. The king? 8 deſervings 
1 weigh not now——this is a public cauſe. 
I do not know my countrymen, but know 
They were not born to be the ſlaves of Rome, 
To wear the badge of foreign tyranny, - 
And crouch to aliens that dominion hold 
By rape, not rig ight <A 


PHILARIO. 


CYMBEIANE. 


PHILARIO. + 

Ol ſuch a Fat e n 
Will dive the peſtilent invaſion hence, 8 
And poſt it ſhort-breath'd home. 

ATA 
Why, my good uncle, 
Why not purſue it at the heels, and pay 
The foe in kind—Let the hot war return 
Upon our enemies heads.—O ! for the time, 
When Britons bold ſhall throng the ſtreets of 
Rome, 

And breathe ſtrange climes, that conqueſt makes 


Our Own. 


53 


b : PHILARTO. ETC 
Moſt like a Briton ſaid. —To-day ſhall put 
This courage to more proof. 
---ÞS&LADSE 
Sir, I will fight 
For liberty, and Britain, till the blood 


Be drain'd thro? all my veins ; and when my arm 


Has loft his office, I will to the laſt 


Give token of reſiſtance. 
CAD WAI. 


So will I; 
T am aſham'd to > look upon the ſun, 
To have the benefit of his bleſt beams 
So long a poor unknown: Sure than be ſo 
Better to ceaſe to be. 
| BELLARIUS. 
Have with you boys! 


No reaſon I, fince of your lives you ſet 1 
0 


S CYMBELINE. 


So ſlight a valuation, ſhou'd reſerve 
My crack'd one to more care. We'll all to the 
army. 

Philario and F cle ſhall keep houſe, 
Till our return. | 
| PHILARIO. 
Not ſo Bellarius ; we 
Habited like yourſelf, to *ſcape the eye 
Of knowledge, will atteſt to day the feats 
Of theſe brave lads. 
PALADOR. 
Why, let the Gods be witneſs, 
And celebrate this birth-day of our glory 


_ Liberty? 


; CADWAL, 


Britain 
BOTH. 


| Liberty and Britain ! 
BELLARIUS.. | 
Go, fee if young Fidele be awake. 
| Exeunt Palador and Cadwal. 
Doth not this mettle promiſe well, Philario ? 
J ſcarce wou'd change a ſon with Jupiter! 
The ſervice of theſe luſty boys ſhall do 
The king more good, than this Has Cloten's 
death 
Hath done him harm — ( Solemn nt within.) 
Hah ! wherefore ſounds within 
My moſt ingenious inſtrument ? What cauſe 
Should give it motion now ? 


Ents” 
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Enter PALADOR. 
P A L ADOR 3 
8 The bird is dead 
That we have made ſo much on. O come in 


And ſee what violent hands ſtern death has laid 
Upon the ſweeteſt lily of the land. 


(T hey go into the Cave.) 


SCENE opens and diſcovers the inſide of the Cave, 
th Bellarius, Philario, Palador, and Cadwal, 
round the Body of Imogen, tying upon a Couch 


of Moſs. 
PHIL ARTIO. 


Alas! my deareſt nephew 
PALADOR. 
I had rather 


Have leap'd from twenty years of age to eighty, 
And turn'd my warlike ſpear into a crutch, 
Than have ſeen this. 
BELLARIUS. 
O poor Fidele ! Jove doth know what man 
Thou might'ſt have made—thou died*ſt a moſt 
rare boy. 


Tell us how found you him? 
PALADOR. | 
Stark as you ſee ; ; 


And ſmiling thus, as if the dart of death 


Had gently tickl'd lumber ; 


Cc ADWAL | 
O ſweet bfother, 


With female fairies will thy tomb be haunted, 


And worms ſhall not come near thee. —— 
3 pAL A- 
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PALADOR 

; With fair flow* rs 
(While ſammer laſts, and T live here, Fidele) 
I will adora thy grave Thou ſhak not lack 
The flow'r that's like thy face, pale ptimroſe; nor 
The azur'd harebell like thy veins z no nor 
The leaf of eglantine, which, not to ſlander't, 
Out-ſweeten'd not thy breath The ruddock would 
With charitable bill bring thee all this, 
Yea and furr'd moſs beſides, when flow'rs were none; 
To Winter-goTn thy Corſe, —— 


BELLARIUS. 
3 Come, boys, have "EP 
And play no more in wench-like words with that 
Which is ſo ſerious — Hence, and lay his corps 
Near good Euriphile's, your worthy mother's — 
PALADOR. 
Be't ſo — but, Cadwal, firſt, albeit thy voice 
Has now the manniſh crack, fing o'er his body 
In note and words like thoſe which thou didſt 
chaunt 
O'er good Euriphile — 
Within her leafy grave 


&er ſhe was lodg'd 
Come on—begin— 


The DIR GE. 
Set by Mr. Anne, ſung by Mr. Lowe: 


3 
Fear no more the heat © th ſun, 


Mor the furious winter*s blaſt ; 
| on thy worldly taſk haſt done, 
And the dream of life is paſt. 


| Golden 


Golden lads and girls all tf 
N Follow thee, and come to duſt. 


Fear no more the frown & th great, 
' Death doth mack the tyrant foe 
Happieſt 1s the early fate, | 
Miſery with time doth grow. 
Monarchs, ſages, peaſants muſt 
Follow thee, and come to duſt. 


No exorciſer harm thee ! | 
. No ſpell of witchcraft charm rl 
Grim ghoſt unlaid forbear thee! © 
The fairy elves be near thee ! 

Quiet conſummation have, 
 Unremoved be thy grave. 


BELLARIUS. 
Theſe : are our rural obſequies, Philario —— 
PHILARIO. 
Moſt ſweet and ſolemn, fir. 
_ BELLARIUS. 
When you've remoy'd the body, back repair 
Here to the cave, and fit you for the field. 
— We'll ſhare our little armory among us 
And, ſons, &er ev'ning we'll forget this grief, 
And wipe our tear-ſtain'd cheeks with * 
hands. 
— Come Philario = — 
* [ Exeunt 5 le . 


Epd of the Third Act. = 
ES 1 ACT 


(6) 
yy a ern: Nhe 


SCENE A Field of Bae. 
Enter CYMBELINE, Loa dos, c. 

c YMB EL IN E.. | 
KEXKHINK. you the Roman will not quit 
* p 7 his ground, 

N. N And meet our bar ths the open 
Phain 8 
8 0 R D. f 

So pleaſe your grace, it is my faith he will; 

We are already beaten in conceit, | 

And pride does {till forego his vantages. 

Beſt then halt here, my liege. 

CYMBELINE. 

HFalt ! give the word. 
. wn) Halt! halt! halt! halt! 
| nne 
Our ſon not yet return'd ! Ok f here comes one 
That? was a Hin c 0 ch. party. What now, captain? 


Nen e 


Kune: an Officer. . 
OFFICER. - | 
My liege, prince Cloten far outfiripp's his train, 
And we're to ſeek the ſeeker His ſpurr'd horſe 
We fount upon the verge of yonder foreſt, 
But him no tidings r © is 
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CYMBELINE. 


Take thou his charge, 
And fo beſtir thee in the field, that none | 
May think his valour miſſing, Well--how now? 


E nter another Officer. 


OFFICER. 
My Hog: here are without four volunteers 
That ſeem to promife marvels, tho? their looks 
And garb be ſuch as hermits wont to wear 
In moſt retired ſequeſtration ; | 
They have bewitch'd the ſoldier's 3 and 
crave 
Inſtant admittance to your Majeſty, 
 _CYMBELINE. 

It doth amaze us let em come before us — 

[Exit Lord, and returns with Bellarius, 
7 Palador, Cadwal, and Philario. 
Now by the arm of Jave a comely ſight, 
Thoſe: ſilver locks are taxers of reſpect 


Tho? kings be lookers on — All welcome, 


ſtranger 8— 
Whence and what are you? 
| IAR. 


Hermit we are, that have a homely dwelling 
Where want keeps houſe yet are we doll to 
| | boaſt 
Our hands and hearts as good as any | he 8. 
T hat dares look Roman in the face, 

I 2 CY MBE» 
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 CYMBELINE. 


Thy ſpeech 
Gives earneſt of much worth <— Say, * are 
theſe 


T he cel of your enterprize? 


BELLARIUS. | 


Dread ſir, 
Theſe ſtriplings are my ſons ; this worthy fellow 
Is kinſman of my wife's 


PALADOR. 
Firſt, let's 80 fight, 


And then to telling tales. 


CYMBELINE. 


So prompt, ſo young! 
Waſt thou a ſoldier born ? Ts warlike ſcience 


By inſpiration caught, which ſtill we Judg'd | 

_ long experience learn dꝰ 
BELLARIVUs. 

| | O royal fir, 

My boys are of a gen rous breed Great Gods, 

When on my three- foot ſtool I fit, and tell 

The val'rous feats I've done, (for I am free 

Of this ſame trade of war) how will this youth, 

My firſt-born Palador, let his ſpirits fly 

Out at my ſtory ? Thus mine enemy fell, 

« And thus (ſay I) I ſet my foot on's neck —”? 

Ev'n then the blood flows in his cheeks, he ſweats, 

Strains his young nerves, and puts himſelf in 

poſture 


That acts my words —— His younger brother 
Cadwal ih 


„ With 
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With ardour emulous, and as like a figure, 
Strikes life into my ſpeech; and richly ſhews 
His great conceiving. 
CYMBEL I NE. 
In a time that look'd 
More perilous than this, ſuch early virtue 
Would bode us iflue fortunate to Britain 


Enter another Officer in haſte. 


Soldier thy ſpeed is big with conſequence —— 
Proclaim it with thy tongue —— 
CTC 0 FFIC ER. 
yy To arms, my liege, 
The] Roman legions are come down the hill, 
And their loud clarions ſound to preſent battle. 


__-CYMBELINE. 
Thanks for thy news —— Return the laves de- 
fiance; (found within.) 


Stretch your big hearts, my countrymen, and ſhout 
From the ſtrong lungs of liberty, till air 
Waft your inceſſant clamours to the thrones 


Of the admiring Gods. (a great ſpout.) Remem- | 


ber, firs, | 

We go to fight for death, or victory. 

O let us only live on terms of conqueſt 
Who dies, at leaſt dies free-man, bleſſed dies 
To live immortal in his country's ſongs — 
If there's a coward here, let him poſt back 
To his ſoft bed and caudle ! ſhould weep 
Worle than a love-ſick girl to find to-day 


Our 
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Our hearts nat of a piece. Come. As brave- 
ae ID 85 
For ſoldiers all are fellows——We' ll yet live | 
(Unleſs my ſins abuſe my divination) 
To ſee eld:Lud's Town bright with joyful fires, 
And Britons ſtrut in triumph * we on — - 


1 [Exeunt; 
Arun. Enter F in 4 E. 


They go to battle with a jocund ſpirit - 
But ah! how heavy is his heart, who r. 15 
A boſom-war within. him? O Philario, | 
(For I well know thy friendſhip ſuch, chou'ſt done 
The letter of my will) thou ſhouldſt have paus d 
Anger is indiſcreet in his commands «woe © 
Toa true, the noble Imogen did wrong me: 
(And ſo, I doubt not, did my mother him 

I cali'd my father, tho* ſhe ftill was held 
The non-pareil of virtue) yet her =_ 
The nat'ral failing af her ſex, not hers, 
Was ill puſuꝰd with yerigeancecapital 
By me Britain, I have kill'd my . ny 
Who was thy miſtreſa therefore thus array d 
Like a poor ſoldier, neither known, nor Jaya at. | 
Pitied or hated, to the face of peril 
Myſelf Fl dedicate =——— Hear” n knows my 1. 
Is ev'ry breath a death. 


Alarum. Fight. pad hrs and amend, 
CY MBELINE is in danger of being lain, or taken. 
Then enter LEONATUS aud reſcues bom, - 

£) LEONATUS. 
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LEONATUS.. 

What have we hete ? The majeſty of Britain 
Py 6 by odds Room for ati; honeft 
word 

That ey gives edge to —— how they fly 
When refolution drives em. (ihe? Roth, J 


CYMBELINE. ON 


Great, tho? mene — 
Noble * we thank thee —— RE 8 wy 


owe hfo TIA e 
1 cannot yy 9 el thee hear ſt thou nor 
How loud Mars bellows yonder ?= hf als 
The king has friends he knows now fare you 
well, 

My ſword. will cool elſe. — [Exit Leonatus. 
Wb; ' CYMBELINE __ 


10 4 1 190 


What blunt fellows this ? 
We FED no time to wonder — How NOW, 
Owe 2 
: yet, Enter an Officer. 
es OFFICER; 


Fer ti a liege —— Our battle galls? em 


ſorely = 


Yon ſage, and his boy -hermits fight like dragons. 


The Roman eagle flaps his wing for flight, 
And rg ſmiles £ Upon us. 


- CY MBE= 
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rant J 
Tor 1.90 L 1 | 
And fil che word be,Cymbeline, and Britain! 
L Eaaun. 


17 
| Maran. Fight. Enter 8 FR Romans, e- 
ing. The Romans give back. Then enter, at 
_ oppoſite doors, PrsAN10, and PALADOR. 


—ñ— —— 


F 


— 2 


#8 -PALADIOR; elde vic 
11 is a jovial chace——fight on, Jong Cadwal,- 
Thou ſhalt go halves in glory I could ſwear 
To go to bed no more Well met, thou Roman, 
Lhave been killing vermin . thou doſt ſem 
Worthy. my ſword —— Art a of blood and 

honour ? 
PENA. Er 55.7 

Away, and fave thy life, thou Wa boy, 
By Romulus, my vengeance would not ſtoop 
(Albeit a thouſand fouls are groaning for't) 
To ſuch a lout as thee.” © | 


[1 pALAD OR | 
| Fahl didſt thou learn 


Thy valour at a dancing ſchool?—— Il try 

Your * you — F e I wil bunt 
E- en to thy matter” $ ch — 
| PISANIO.. | 907 

Come Om, * kind - —— 
Hieb, Piſanio falls.) 
Thou haſt o erpower d me ſtripling the juſt 
Gods 


Unbrac'd 
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Unbrac'd my arm the heavineſs of guilt 
Took off my manhood I've bely'd a lady, 
The princeſs of this country z and the air on't 
Revengingly enfeebled me; brave youth, 
Witneſs the penance of my dying hour, 
And let the noble Leonatus know 
1 * in —— his pardon—— 
PALADOR. 

How is this? 


Roman, TY 


* 


PISANIO. 
I I was confederate with 
Cloten (than whom a viler wretch not lives 
*T wixt sky and ground) 
: PALADOR. 
| Nay, by the Gods, he lives not; 
I flew him but to- day, and ſure e're this 


He is the food of ſharks. 
PISANIO. 


ſys Thou haft the arm 
That heav'n does juſtice with I can no more 
Take thou this note of Cloten's ( on 4 note) it 
dioth ſpeak | 
In terms full relative to the device 
Then hatching in his brain; and farther marks 
The lowly bendings of his love to Cæſar — 
This ſhall confirm thy by-and-by report 
Strongly as living evidence——Pve done 
More good in my laſt hour, than can be pick d 
From my whole piece of life——there's hope in 
e 
And in that hope I die 


(dies) 


6 CYMB ELIN E. 


PA LA D OR. 
Nay, if thou hop'ſt, 
I'll write deſpair down folly——Jupiter, 
What a vile rogue was this ? and yet he wore 
A worthy ſeeming l perceive my garb _ 
Doth ſhame the guiſe o'th* world will ſet out 
New faſhion ; leſs without, and more within. 


What have we here? ( Flouriſh. ) 


Enter LEoNATUS. 


LEONATUS. 
Hermit, our wars are done ; . 

The Romans turn their backs, and victory 
To- day is wedded to great Cymbeline. 
O that the joy of all ſhould touch not me! 
I am not mortal ſure; for death I ſought, 
Yet found him not where I did hear him groan, 
Nor felt him where he ſtruck. This ugly monſter, 


Tis ſtrange he hides him in freſh cups, ſmooth 


| beds, 
Sweet words, and hath more miniſters than we 
That draw his knives in war. 

PALADOR. | 
Art thou a Briton, 

And Joſt ja to-day ? Sad looks are treaſon, 
And take the part of Rome; the man that feels 
His own diſtreſs, hates more his pers'nal . 
Than he doth love his country. 


LE O- 
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LEONAT Us. 
O you know not 

Hah ! who? lies there? Ye Gods, it is Piſanio— 
The damn'd Italian fiend that ſtain'd my honour ; 
I would have fav'd an hundred lives in fight 
To have met his. 

PALADOR. \ 
Debs If thou art Leonatus, 
(As by thy talk thou ſhould'ſt be) I have matter 


For your quick hearing. 
LEONATUS. 


I am Leonatus, 
I would I were e aught elſe ! 
PALADOR. 

| That villain there 
Did much abuſe you, Sir. 

LEONATUS. 

| He did abuſe me 
Beyond the pow'r of all his worthleſs tribe 
To make amends—Who robs me of my wealth, 
May one day have ability, or will 
To yield me, full repayment——but the villain 
That doth invade a huſband's right in bed, 
Is murd'rer of his peace, and makes a breach 
In his life's after-quiet, 'that the grief 
Of penitence itſelf cannot repair. 
FALADOR. 

Thou doſt miſtake thy woe, good Leonatus, 
Which yet (if the great Gods are merciful) 
] have a cure for 

LEONATUS. 


How! where ! which way! when! 
K 2 \Þ.A- 


And is as cold as Dian. 


| Fe or Dian is alive If thou not fool'ſt me, 


The virtue of my wife untainted now, 


Nay, all the worth of's car. 
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PALADOR. 
Sir, your belief in your dear lady's truth 
Is-falſely wounded, who, be fure (for aught 
This arch impoſtor Roman could difprove) 
Has kept her bond of chaſtity nn 


LEONAT Us. 
Ay, and colder; 


Thou cureſt common ſickneſs with the plague, 
And killeſt with relief I could not find 


(That once I priz'd to adoration); _ 
For the beſt carbuncle of Phoebus? wheel, 


PALAD OR. | | 
Alas! Ta ſorry 
Your much wrong'd en hath proceeded 
thus.— 
For free and full confeſſion made this wrotch 
Of moſt refined ſtratagem to change 
Your biaſs of affection : Sir, this note, 7 
Which with his dying hand he did bequeath you, 
Will more at large illuſtrate what my tongue 
Faulters in uttꝰrance of. (gives the note.) 
LEONA T Us. 
Quick, let me ſee i a 
Impatient miſery longs to know the worſt, 
Eben when the worſt is fatal. ( roads) 
The Lord Cloten to the Roman Knight Piſanio. 
Cloten! the name is ominous——it bodes 
More than the raven's ſullen flap that ſcents 
Cadaverous infirmity. But on 


If 
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of than loviſt me, let we fee thee ere nigbt. I baue 
| bought the fidelity of the princeſs's woman with my 
gold; ſhe will give thee admittance inito her chamber, 
when nothing will be awake but anger and policy; 
where thou ma ſt make ſuch. note as. will be ſufficient 
to the maddinig. of the abborred Leonatus. Thy ſervice 
herein will tie me cloſer to thyſelf, and to Auguſtus 
thy lord. No mbre till thou daft confole with thy pre- 
ſence, . and Cæſar's in affettion, Crorx N. 

-  PALADOR. 
How hare you, fir? Alack ! his grief is dumb. 

1 EON A T US. | 

Are there no Gods ? or are they Gods that 1 
And leave us to ourſelves ?—Oh! I have done it 
P've reach'd the point of ſhame, and villainy 
Is leſs than 'twas. Twice doubly curſt be he 
That firſt did graff the failings of his wife 
On a fool's head's ſuſpicion.— I've deftroy'd 
The temple of fair virtue, yea herſelf 
Spit, and throw ſtones, caſt mire upon me, ſet 
The dogs o'th* ſtreet to bait me; ev'ry fool 
Be Leonatus call'd. O! Imogen, 
My queen, my love my wife, oh! Imogen! 

. FALADOR. 
Mark thou unhappy Briton, how my ſoul _ 
Catches thy griet——my eyes half drown my 

tongue. 

Wife what is wife? what is it thou doſt feel? 
The pang that gripes thee feems more keen than 


mine was, 


When my good mother, and Fidele died! 
ret 
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—Yet then I mourn'd eve N that * 
woes 


Had remedy within the reach of power, * 

I would purſue endeavours infinite | | 

Till raſhneſs ſhould be virtue. Pardon me 

This vain, vain boaſtt——Valour himſelf muſt 
weep n | r 

When he cannot redreſs —-I Il fit down by thee, . 

And mourn till I beguile thee of thy ſorrows — 

We'll give our ſhares in this day's triumph up 

T6 riot and hard-hearted jollity, 

O Imogen, where art thou ?—ſoft—here comes 

| Philario, my good uncle. 4 | 


| 


Enter PITARIo. | 


LE 0 N A T US. 
How! Philario? 
O turn a thouſand Rom ans looſe upon me, 
But ſhew me not Philario, 
e PRECARIQ 
Palador, 
Have we a madman here? 
Do LEONATUS, 
Ay, of thy ankle. 
Thou cred'lous fool, egregious murtherer, 
Thief, any thing, that's due to villains paſt, 
In being, or to come.- | 
PHILA R1O. x 
I know thee not. 
LEONATUS. 
Know'ſt thou not Leonatus ? 
PHILARIO. 
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7 HILARI O. 
Art thou he? ? 
And coſt tho gre me thus? 
'L E ONAT us. 3.4 
| WMW Where is my wiſe ? 
My =o my Fn my ien. thou villain! 
7 PHILARIO.. 
Baſe and ungrateful ! is it come to this ? 
Have I then offer'd up my mind's repoſe, 
My better judgment, and my nature's pity, 
To thy injunction? Have I ſtain'd my ſword 
With blood as rich as ever yet did waſh 
A Britiſh heart, to be bequeſtion*d now 
With, villain, where's my wife, my Imogen ? 
But that thy will was abſolute herein, 
I could have wiſh'd the damned charge had aim'd 
At univerſal ruin of the ſex, 
And her alone left out. 
LEONATUS. | 
I'm wild forgive me; 
I've kilbd my wife, and ſhall my friend eſcape 
Th' abuſes of my fury ?——Read, Philario, 
Read this black ſcroll, (gives him the letter ) read 
it, and after tell me, 
If jealouſy be written in the liſt 
Of ſins that mercy reaches. 


P HILARIO, | 
You're undone ; 
And ſo am come not to me for comfort, 
For my own pers'nal grief out-meaſures all | 
The patience I was born with. 


, LEONATUS. | 


„ » ͤ—üůwuOꝙ)pↄ - — —_ ——— —  — 


22 CYMBELINE:. 


L. EONAT US. 
Patience ! was . 
Is patient in deſpair ? Can patience wake 
The ſleep of death ? Can it command old ti time 
To render back the hours he ſnatch'd away, 
Or what is done, make undone ?-Give me cord, 
Poiſon, or knife, ſome upright . 6 


And then preſcribe me patience. 
PALAD OR. 


0 Bellarius, | 
Thy lectures al were true, and this world holds 
Nothing but woe and 1 Cadwal 7 
We'll homeward to the rock. 

| PHILA RIO. 
| Hold thee, young man 
The king muſt thank you for your ſervices 
Anon he will be here; and, Leonatus, 
Do not, I pray, with raſhneſs over-ripe 
A vi'lence on thyſelf——beſt wait we both 

The royal ſentence on our lives, and die 
Without more folly on our heads to me 
The op'ning leave of this. 

LEON AT Us. 
Well, let me die 


The reſt you ſhall command—1 ſee her now— 
Bloody and pale ſhe looks——her ſnow-white 
breaſt 
Whoſe fragrance ſent up incenſe to the Gods, 
Is ſoil'd with clotted gore——her jetty locks, 
Where Cupid and a thouſand graces play'd, 
Are turn'd to fury's ſnakes——and in her eye, 


At whoſe kind beams glad Hymen light his torch, 
I Sits 
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Sits fiery wengeance now with direful 8 i 
Chilling y faculties. 
PHILARIO. | 
If thou art man, 
Be like one now-—die as a ſoldier ſhould do, 
And do not ſtart at ſhadows—Þ ve bethought me 
How we may fit and full diſcloſure make 
Of all our purpoſes to Cymbe linen 1 
Yea, and of Cloten's too, '(whereof the truth 
An as” king's heart ſore ſmite ) that devil 
Glove oi 24214: 
of whomti gallant youth has well reveng'd us. 
l TARADY © a4 yu 
Has he? Who, what art thou, thou wond'rous 


man! 
To whom I am indebted * the aun: 
Of my two deadly foes. 

1 10 PHILARIO. | 

4 11115 He's wonder [;; 
Myſclf we explain But hark, the king. — 

(Flouriſb.) 

Let us, my wretched friend, appear a while, 
What our no- habits ſpeak us. 


Euter CyMBELINE, Bi LLARIUS, CADWAL, Lords, 
and. Soldiers. 


—_ 


2 "'CYMBELINE. 
| Thanks to all; 

Chiefly to you, whom the great Gods have made 
Beſt pillars if my throne. Where are the reſt ? 
O here's your worthy kinſman, your brave ſon, 

And the poor ſoldier that in rags did ſhame 

8 L Rich 


74 EYMBELINE, 


Rich coats of war, and with his naked breaſt 
Stept before ſhields of "na a owe our life 
To his true valou. 
wo 8 E L 0 RI v q 
blur © I did never fee: 
Such-noble fury in Seeg f Jon c n. 
Such precious deeds in one chat 3 nought 


But begg'ry and bad luck. 1g 1 
20 0 CYMBBLINE 10 
„ $8612 All bow your hs: 


(Bellarius, TORY Palador, Cadwal 
8 2a Leonatus need.) 
Ariſe, my | knights oth? battle; we create you 
Companions to our perſon, and will give you 
Eſtates becoming your new dignities.' 
- PALADOR. tte 
My Lord, the honour I have won to- day 
Is ſuſtenance for me Il fought for fame, 
And riches give not that I'll carry home 
'The ſtrange experience of ſome ſeven hours, 


And live upon't hereafter. 
by: CAD WAI. 
Moſt brave werden 
5 CYMBELINE. 
We muſt not loſe you ſo.” © 
PHILARIO. 
. - So pleaſe your grace, 
I would intreat a word. | 
CYMBELINE. © 
* Say on, and gay 
P H ILARIO. 


Then, in a the name of all our EBIT bf 


4 


1 do 
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1 do beſeech your majeſty to bleſs NA, 

With your high preſence our poor hermitage ; 

Which (I am ready to make good the boaſt) 

Is fit to give a mighty monarch welcome, 

If cleanly wholeſomeneſs, and fimple plenty, 

Be worth your appetite ; and, fir, the more 

I do ſolicit this, for that I Have 

Much matter for your ear, which only there 

My ſpirit gtoans to utter. May I hope 

This i invitation likes your majeſty ? 5 
8 CYMBELINE. . 

Ay, paſſing well. Mͤy firs, return you wü 

A monarch in your train we long to know 

What *tis you would impart——come thou brave 

fallow! © | (To Leonatus.) 
Some of you lords attend us, and the reſt 
Abide here in the camp. Is there lol guatd 


Upon the Roman priſoners? 
1K LORD. 
My gracious liege, there! is. 
CYMBELINE. 
'Tis well— Hermit, lead on. 


¶Exeuni Cymbelline, Bellarius, Philario, Palador; 
Cadwal, Leonatus, and Lords at one door 


and other Lords at another. 


The End of the Fourth Ac r. 


L 2 


(760% 
dee 
„ . 0 


8 E. E N E. The Foreft and bak. 


Euter Prehn and CaDWaL.; 


De AD WAL, once ber all hail our 


— K I've ſeen enough of this wide world 
KKK Ty to day, ere 75 
8 T 0 turn my back upon: ſociety—— 
Saving, the manly hardiments: of war, Tel 281 
There's nought on earth deſirable but come, 
Do we our errand, and the cave prepare, 
(For, therefore were we will'd to ſpeed. 1 us fr) 
For the reception of high. majeſty. — 
AE 
They will o'ertake us ſoon — 
hb P A L A D OR. 
(Looking into the cave) Stay, come not in 
But that I know this figure, I ſhould think 
It weren fairy. 
„ CADWAL. 


What's ; the matter, brother ? 
"PAL AD _— 


By Jupiter, a ſpirit! — Gods! one ſand 

Another doth not more reſemble, than 
This form the roſy lad who died, and was 
Fidele 


/ 


CAD WAL. 
Ev'n the ſame dead thing alive 


PAL A- 


CVYMBE LIN E. 77 


PALAD OR. 
Peace, peace, ſee more he eyes us not—forbear— 
Itis F idele's ghoſt—— 
12 CAD WAL. 
Hiſt ! it comes forward ! 


| " Exter IMOGEN from the cave. 
PALADOR. 

| Cadwal, ſtand cloſe — - nay ſhake not — look, it 
- ſmiles. 

What art thou, beauteous viſion, that doſt take 

So ſweet a form thou can'ſt not mean us harm. 

Miſchief ne'er travelPd in a ſhape like that 

Art thou Fidele ? ſpeak—why haſt thou left 

Thy flow'ry grave? why doſt thou haunt our rock? 

Or art ſome ſpirit in his borrow'd likeneſs, 

That for thy merriment doſt wear a ſemblance, 
Deluding us poor mortals ? — Gentle, ſpeak. — 
IMO GEN, 

Give me your hands — I am your living brother, 
The true Fidele 
CAD WAL. 
Can it be ye Gods 
This! is a day of wonders 
PALAD OR. 


l' no more 
Witneſs the thing I ſee art thou alive? 


Dear boy, I feel thou art — (Embracing Imogen.) 


IMOGEN. 
Sirs, I did take 


A certain drowſy potion, that faſt ſeiz'd 
The preſent pow'r of life; but in ſhort time 
I All 


—_— 


— 
— — 
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78 CYMBELINE; 


All offices of nature did again 


Reſume due functions. Wherefore 1 took this, 


Hereafter aſk—and let me now demand, 


Where's good Bellarius? where's my uncle? why 
Thoſe weapons at your ſides ? for thus * ne'er 
Equip'd for hunting. 
PALADOR:. 
| No, my deareſt brother, 
We've been at better ſport in the fair field, 
Where honour chaſes danger what we've done 
Fame ſhall ſet down in braſs, and ſhew't to Cæſar; 
And then *twill taſk arithmetic to count | 
All the wet cheeks in Rome. 

IMOGEN. 


How! have your rapier 
Been drawn in batile ? 
| PALADOR. 


To victorious purpoſe — 


| The king 1s coming hither — 


IMOGEN. 
Hah 1 the king 4 


What and who brings him? 
PALA D OR. 


O your worthy uncle, 
Unknown, and in diſguiſe; my father too, | 
And a long lordly train; ere night, the book 


Of fate, wide open'd to inſpection, 


Great fecrets ſhall diſcloſe, —Here comes Philario, 
The reft are not far off. —Cadwal, we'll in — 


Do you, Fidele, meet him here, and ſtrike 


New matter of amazement to his heart. 


[Exeunt Palador and Cadwal into the cave. 
| | Enter 
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Euter Pu! VARIO. 


PH ILAR 10. 
Faireſt, and beſt of vomen, pardon me ( kneeling ) 


The tortures I have put thy virtue to 
In trial, not in malice. . O forgive me; 
For till thy lips have paſs d remiſſion on me, 
Mine muſt be lock d in ſilence. | 
IMOGEN. 210 

f Riſe, Philario! 
Thy ſtratagem has more complexion ig't 
Of wiſdom, than of guilt —— my honour tried, 


I'm ſery'd, and not offended —That ſame drug, 


Murd'rous awhile to ſenſe, I thank*d thee for 
With the firſt breath I wak'd with—— hence of 
that 
Put the remembrance by—My brothers tell me 
Of oaething ſtrange at hand. 
PHILARIO. 

My gracious lady, 

Since laſt we parted, the big hours have teem'd 


With great, and fad events——pardon me, Gods, 


One fiction more. (a/ige.) 
IMOGEN. 


 Haft thou heard aught, Philario, | 


Of Leonatus ? What is in thy mind 


That makes thee ſtare thus? Wherefore breaks 


that ſigh 
From th' inward of thee ? Speak — Where is 
my huſband? 


80 CYMBELINE. 


PHILARIO: 
Say he were F his villainous intent 
Should | cure thy preſent ſorrow. | 


IMOGEN. erk 
03 2 | Thy WR 
Confirms his Aich, and my hereafter woe 
Thou tell'ſt me he was jealous, falſe, and cruel — 


Grant he had faults, yet they were faults that 
others 


Haply infus'd into his honeſt nature 

Grant he had faults, yet faults his future life 

Might have amended all. But, oh! this death 

Chills mortally, and with the ſcythe of winter 

Cuts down my ſpring of hope O Leonatus! 

a  PHILARTIO. 

Nay, lady, mark me — He did leave the world 

Without one drop of pity for your fate. 

I ſaw him down in fight, whereto his rage | 

Had brought him, *midſt the hotteſt fumes of 
war 

To make a deſp'rate end; and firſt explaining 

This hermit's garb, (which I to-day put on 

To cheat the wary eye of Cymbeline) 

Vow'd in the doing his will my heart 


Rebell'd againſt my hand. *Tis well, he cry'd, 


<< I go to meet the ſtrumpet, and conſign her 
«« To other fires than luſt.” He ſaid no mne, 
But to the laſt breath'd anger. 
IMOGEN. © 

If *tis ſo, — 

Some demon, envious of his peace and mine, 
Did witch his ſober judgment; nought but magic 


In 
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In ſubtle potency of transformation, 
Could ruin make of ſuch a noble piece 
Of heav'nly workmanſhip, Gods ! what is man 
When error outlives honour ? Yet, Philario, 
I will remember the good thing he was, 
Ere fury bent him wrongwards——What he did 
Let inſolence, that wags his head in ſcorn . 
O'er virtue fall'n, proclaim but never ſo 
Shall his poor wife reproach him——0O my lord, 
Wiſe, valiant, gentle, conſtant, juſt, and true, 
The world did tack to thy all-honour'd name; 
Thou wert the mark that Jupiter did point to, 
When he prais'd mortal beings. 
. PHILARTIO. | 
Nobleſt princeſs, 


What ſhall my wonder call thee ? thy great 
father 
Yet knows not half thy Oh hither he's 
coming; 

And I will put into his royal pow'r 

The now - diſpoſal of our deſtinies 
Lo, he is here Be ſilent, and attend - 
Hail to king Cymbeline.— 


Enter CYMBELINE, BELLARIUS, LEQNATUS, 
and Lords. 
CYMBELINE. 
We thank you, hermit, —— 
BELLARIUS, 
Good heav'ns! Fidele living! 
 H11@& io,. 
| Hiſt a word 
(Phil. wwhi/pers Bell.) 
CYMBE= 


To tempt a king from home 


&: CVYVMBE LINE. 
CYMBELINE. 
In troth, this rock hath a moſt pleaſant ſite 


O luxury, 
How art thou put to ſhame, if comfort lives 


Where lowlineſs inhabits——our good hoſts, 


Where are the valiant boys? 


. And then proceed to juſtice — here is one 


PHILARIO. 
Dtread ſovereign, 
T hey ſhall come forth. Ho! Cadwal ! Palador 


Enter Cap wal and PALADOR from the Cave. 


And now, ſo pleaſe your highneſs, I will ope, 
Before you do betake you to repaſt, 
A volume of high marvels to your ear. 


CYMB ELIN E. 
Pray you begin. 


PHILARIO. 
Firſt know then, mighty ſir, 
He, that addreſſes here your royal preſence, 
No hermit is, but your true ſtave Philario,—— 
Nay, ſtart not, fir, but know all criminals, 


(pointing to Leonatus.) 
Hts trayell'd far to meet your fierce diſpleaſure, 
Yet once deſerv'd your grace - 

LEONATUS. 
Ay, I am he 

No beggar, king, but yet a wretch more curſt 
Than ever fortune ſpurn'd at. Know'ſt me not? 
Send for ingenious torturers command 
The art of cruelty to practiſe on me, 
For I do all abhorred things amend 


CYMBELINE 23 


By being worſe than they. Know ſt me not yet? > 
The villain that did ſteal thy princely daughter z 


(Yet that was theft for Gods!) the damned villain 


That, in a fit of jealous lunacy, 


Murder'd all precious qualities that man 
Loves woman for that 5 


IM OGE N. (rinning, and lying hold of her.) 
Peace, my lord, hear, hear —— 
LEONATUS.” (© 
Shall's have a play of this ? thou ſcornful page 
Come not athwart my grief: (ferikes ber. ) 


P * ILARIO. 
Hold, Leonatus, 
Or thou wilt murder do, who art ſo hurt 
In a conceit *tis done — Why gaze you ſo ? 
Didſt thou not hear her [peak and know'ſt thou 


not 
The tune of Imogen ? 
CYMBELINE., 
Y The rock goes round; 
PHILARIO: 


Nay, wonder is the gen'ral word to all! 

You that neꝰ er lov'd, look on that virtuous pair 
Mark ! how he anchors upon Imogen! 

See! how ſhe hangs on Leonatus' arm! 

While both are mute in ſweet extremity 

Of trueſt love, and joy | 


LEONATUS (after a pauſe.) 

Joy! who names joy *— 
- What heav'n ſhall be 
Whom had I loſt, 
M 2 | But 


It is a word too cold 
Hereafter, I feel now 


Z 
— — a 


8; CYMBELTNE. 
But Imogen ?——Whom did I hold corrupt, 
But Imogen ?—Whom did I drive to death, 
But Imogen ?—Yet Imogen is found— 
Yet Imogen is purer than the ſtar 
That leads her virgin train to light the morn— 
Yet Imogen ſtill lives, and lives to love me! 
Divide all matter of diſcaurſe among yu 
What can I fay or think but Imogen! 
IMOGEN. 

How do the gracious Gods hide kindnefs, "neatly 
The fable veil of ſad appearances ? 
O Leonatus ! had we never parted, 
Had I ne'er ſtood the mark of thy revenge, 
Ne'er had we known what *tis to meet again, 
What tis to meet agam in life, and love 

( Embrace.) 

PALAD OR. 


Why ſo, farewel 
The boy Fidele! I begin to fear 
1 ſhall hold manhood vile, for ſure the graces, 
Which fair perfection is comp ounded of, 
Are all bound up in woman ! princely Imogen, 
Altho' thou art the daughter of a king, 
I have ambition in me, that could wiſh 
To call thee ſiſter. 
BELLARIUS. 
Wond'rous nature ſtill! (afide.) 
PALADOR. 
My ſword has from their hearts drawn the beſt blood 
Of thoſe you're little bound to and I'Il wear it, 
Whilſt it is mine, for your protection, lady—— 
P H1- 


-. EYMBELINE. 85 
ͤ PHILARIO. : 
I do believ't——enough——now Cymibeline 
, Wait-we your royal ſentence——for myſelf, 
That I have cover'd honeſty with guile, 
In which I had in aim the gen'ral good, 
I rather ſue for thanks from all, than pardon—— 
For this = friend, (points to Leonatus)—dread 
your cleateſt judgment 
Has 2 virtue ſterling; and albeit 
In jealous mood he did conceive an act 
That tenderneſs calls terrible, yet think I, 
His jealouſy had ground more ſeeming ſure, 


Than common frenzy treads on 
PALADOR, 


Sir, I know it; 
| _ PHIL ARIO. 
Well, by-and-by——for this unparagen'd, 
She*as cur'd me of ſome ſpleen againſt her ſex ; 


I've prov'd her (as anon at large you'll hear 
IMOGEN. 


When we ſhall make paſt terrors our diſport,) 
PHILARIO. 

The ſweeteſt lady; and the trueſt wife, 

That ever ſwore her faith—your ſentence, fir, 

Which I foreſtal a kind one. 


CYMBELINE. 
Since cis thus, 


I will not REGAN the mighty Gods 
In what they have ordained—My children, take 
Full pardon in a blefſing—heaven's good gifts 


Fall on your heads like dew !_ 

LEON ATUS. 5 
F hus on our knees— (Leonat. and Imogen #neel. ) 
\ Take 


i 


CYMBELIN.E. 


Take we with pious thankfulneſs the bounty, 
My I mogen l- — 


IMOGEN: Hh 
My Leonatus! 
BOTH. "445 Forte: 
| Oh! - (Embracing. 
PHILARIO. 


How glutton-like thou doſt devour thy joy, 
And can'ſt not ſpare one morſel t to 2A frien ! 
LEONATUS., | 
O yes, to thee—for *tis to thee I owe 
The bliſs, that I am wild with—O believe me, 
Scarce went that angry mandate from my. han, 
But my repentance ferch'd it back, er tho! 
I thought my bride-bed ſtain'd with violation 
I landed *midſt a herd of vulgar Romans, 
In hope to intercept the fell revenge 
That freighted thy commiſſion, or myſelf 
To barter life of future wretchedneſs 
For death of preſent glory— 
CY M BELI N E. 
Well refolv'd— 
But till there doth remain behind, Philario, 
Long maze to be unravelbd— who are theſe? 
This old man and his boys? How join d you them? 
Or knowſt thou aught of Cloten, our deat ſon? 
Upon whoſe widow'd hopes we're bound in honour 
To ſhed ſome comfort—him we ſhall endow with 
A moiety of this fair realm 
pPpALADOR. | 
What him ! 
Would you make puppets princes? I'm right glad 
. pardon king). he will not heed your 4477 
CY M. 


CYMBELINE. $7 

;  CYMBELINE. 
Say A thou bold boy? 

PALADOR. 

If honeſty is boldnefs, 
I im! a lion-——to be brief, my lord— 
Wherefore that frown ? I was not born to "wy 
In awe of eye-brows— —Your fon Cloten ranks | 


Mongſt thoſe that were your ſubjects — 
CYMBELINE. 


How is this? 
Stripling beware who trifles with a king 
Plays with his peril 
PALADOR. 
Hie is dead I ſlew him 


Upon the very ſpot thou ſtandſt, I lew him— 


The fouleſt blood my hand has ſpilt! is his 


Monarch, thou knew'ſt him not 
C * M B E LINE. 


Audacious boy ! 
Thou haſt condernn'd thyfelf — and ſpight of all 
That thou haſt done to- day, doſt from my lips 


Pluck a hard ſentence thou muſt die = 
591 115425 e A&D OR 
Hah! hah! 


Die, Sir! why then let creaſon be true ſervice, 
And loyalty make capital I'm ſorry 

To anger/you—but the bare name of Cloten 
Untunes my ſpirits; my enraged ſoul 
Catches like tinder at it; it doth fret me, 
And make me uarrelous and teſty as 
Infirmity untended Good Philarto, 
Produce thy ſcroll | 


PHELA- 


_— ——— — * ”_ 


—— 


8 C YMBE LINE. 


PHILARTO. 
ery; and willingly. 
(Gives Cloten's letter.) 
So pleaſe your grace read this. It doth contain 
Matter important to the . (Symbeline reads.) 
- Good Sirs, | 
Comes it within the compaſs of belief, 
Such wiſdom and ſuch valour e*er could grow 


Beneath ſo poor a roof? This virtuous hermit 
| Is fit to train up emperors— Theſe youths- 
Fi But peace——the king 
"Uh: CYMBELINE. 
'W This letter, fir, whence came it? 
4 PALADOR. 
5 | | My lord, Piſanio, with his dying hand 
| i! Lodg'd it in mine 
16 CYMBELINE, 


It doth appear by this, 
That Cloten villainous connection held 
With the new-beaten Cæſar I'm abus d, 
And fool is he that thinks the heart of man 
Hangs at his tongue—loudly this caitif roar'd 
For Britain, and for me; and when he breath'd 
His am'rous plaints, pin'd like a nightingale.— 
This miſchief-breeding ſerpent! Palador, 
We thank thy valour, tho' thy tongue was rude 
In roughneſs of reply. 
PALADOR. 

If I have valour, 
It is my nature, fir, for my harſh language 
I learn'd it *mongſt theſe rocks, 


CY MBE- 


— 


Sinnbild E. 85 


CYMBELINE. 
| Me would know more 
Of who, and wht thou art—Bellarius ſpeak, 
Make full diſcov*ry of yourſelves, and fortunes, 
And end our preſent wonders, 
BELLARIUS. 
It is meet. 
Your will ſhould be obey'd—My ſons, I muſt 
For my own. part unfold much dang'rous truth; 
I hapl! y well for you 
s PALADOR. 
£7 Your danger's ours. 
Ry —= c AD W AL. 
And eur good your's. 
| BELLARIUS. 
Moſt mighty Cymbeline | 
Thou bad a ſubject that was Edwin call'd. 


* CYMBELINE; 
Edwin! ay, what of him? a baniſh'd traitof— 
BELLARIUS. 

Indeed, a baniſh*d man, but not a traitor z 
hat am he | 


3 861 EYMBELINE. 
The whole world ſhall not fave him 
Lords bear him hence | 
BEELARIUS. 


| Nay, not ſo hot, great king—Firſt pay me for 
The nn of thy fons — - 
CYMBELI NE. 
Breeding my ſons 
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J am too blunt, and ſaucy; here's wy. knee 
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yo CY MBE LINE. 
BELLA RIUS. 


E'er Iariſe, I will prefer my ſons,” (lieh) 
Then ſpare not the old father. Mighty'fir, 130A 
Theſe two young gentlemen, that call me father, 
Are the true iſſue of your royal loins, 
A blood of your begetting. 

1 CYMBELINE. 

How! my 8 
BELL ARI US. 6 

So ſure, as you your fire's. Theſe noble Nane | 
(For ſuch and ſo they are) theſe twenty years 
Have I train'd up; ſuch arts they have as I 
Could put into them Sir, my breeding was 
As your grace knows Their nurſe Euriphile, 
Whom for the theft I wedded, ſtole theſe children 
Upon my baniſhment. The loſk of theſe. 
The more by you *twas felt, the more it map d 
Unto my end of ſtealing them; the vengeance = 
Of ſlander'd loyalty but, royal ſir, 
Here are your ſons again; and I muſt loſe 
Two of the ſweet'ſt companions in the des; 1 
Heaven's grace be with them both, for they are 
| _ worthy 


To in- has heav'n with ſtars. - 


OEMS SHINS. 
Thou weep'lt, and ſpeak*ſt— 
I loſt my 1 * and if theſe be they 
They, are a pair of yorthies. 
© © BELLARIUS. 
Sir, your patience 
This 


This gentlemap whom I call Falador, 
Moſt worthy pri de, as yOur's, is true Guiderius ; 
This gentletnan, my Cadwal, is Arviragus, 
Your” younger princely fon ; he, fir, was lapt © 
In a moſt curious mantle,” wrought by the hand 
Of his queen mother, which for gore probation 
I vin with * produce: © 2 
1 CYMBELINE. 7 
18311 Dt 1 Guicderius had 
Upin his neck a mole, a gn * 
It was a Wr of wonder. | 
BELL XR 1 U 8. 
n 6 CNN This is be, 
Who hath upon him Riu "_ naCral ſtamp z 
It was wiſe nature's end in the donation 
To be his evidence now. 


CYMBELINE. 
Tlcjis he! 'tis he! 

0 * bed Gods do mean to ftrike me 
To death with mortal joy (Embracing Palador 

and Cadwal-) My ſons! my fons! 
O Imogen i my child, thou'ſt found two brothers 
But thou e qa 2 

* 219 * AMO F 

No, i 


| I Wat two ck. _ chis. 0 my dear 8 | 


Do we meet thus? oh never ſay hereafter 

But 1. am. trueſt ſpeaker, — You calbd me bro⸗ 
ther, | 

When I was but your ſiſter ; I, you * 

When you were ſo indeed. 
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PAL A OR: 
1 i ee kt honour 


8 as the Gods forelay i it; Pm a prince, 

But Mill the Briciſh Palador z ſweet ſiſterr 

The moiety my father meant for Cloten 5 ; 

Is thine, and thy brave. lord's, if my requeſt, 

The firſt I make, be granted the, Bellarius, 

We muſt at leiſure thank; and you, Philario, 

We ſhall fer. down our friend ; * * 
| Cadwal, TOR. 

(I can't yet call n — 


Thou ſhalt be part ner of my royalty; 


We'll turn our hermitage into a 3 

And yearly ſmoak it with our tacrifices. 
CAD WAL. ry 

Agreed ! O never was a day like nl 

CYMBELINE., 

Laud we the Gods !——Bellarius, be our brother. 

Sirs, we are much indebted: to you all, 

And we will ſhew it in our courteſies ——» 

Come, let us in, and to more joyous feaſt 

Than princes e er regal d at In your ſtories, 

Of which th' abridgement fills us with amazement, 

Diſtinction ſhall be rich——to-morrow, firs, 

We will to Lud's Town march——Czfar ſhall pay 


Large ranſom for the lvyes we have in hold, 


And ſue to us for terms —ge⸗ et war did ceaſe, 
With fairer * of a glorious peace. 
11 7 omnes. 
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